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X. 

THE POPE. 

Like lo Ahasucrus, that shrewd prince, 

I will begin,—as is, these seven years flow, 

My daily wont,—and read a History^ 

(Written by one whose deft right hand was dust 
To the last digit, ages ere my birth) 5 

Of all nay predecessors, Popes of Rome: 

For though mine ancient early dropped the pen, 

Yet others picked it up and wrote it dry, 

Slhce of the making books there is no end. 

# o 

And so I have the Papacy complete i o 

C 

From Peter first to Alexander last; 

Can question each and take instruction so. 
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Have I to dare,—I ask, how dared this Po^e ? 

To suffer? Suchanone, how suffered he ? 

Being about to judge, as now, I seek 15 

How JtUdged once, well or ill, some othgf Pope ; 

Study some signal judgment tfiat subsists 
To blaze on, or else blot, the page which seals 
The sum up of what gain or loss to God * 

Came of His one more Vicar in the world. 20 

So, do I find example, rule of life ; 

So, square and set in order the next page, 

Shall be'stretched smooth o’er my own funeral cyst. 

Eight hundred years exact before the year 
I was made Pope, men made Formosus Pope, 25 

^$ay Sjgebert and other chroniclers. 

Ere I confirm or quash the Trial here 
Of Guido Franceschini and his friends, 

Read,—How there was a ghastly Trial once 

Of a dead man by a live man, and both. Popes: 30 

Thus—in the antique pennon’s very phrase^ 

** Then Stephen, Pope and seventh of the i^me, 

** Ciied out, in synod as he sat in state, 

“ While choler quivered on his brow and beard, 




THE POEE 


‘ Come into court, Formosus, thou lost v^etch, 

* That claimedst to be late the Pope as I! * 

And at the wo^, the great door of the church 
Flew wide, and in they Iflrought |^ormosus' self, 

“ The body of him, dead, even as embalmed 
“ And buriefl duly in the Vatican 4 

“ Eight months before, exhumed thus for the nonce, 

• ‘ They set it, that dead body of a Pope, 

“ Clothed in pontific vesture now again, 

“ Upright on Peter’s chair as if alive. 

“ And Stephen, springing up, cried furiously 
“ ‘ Bishop of Porto, wherefore didst pftsume 
‘ To leave that see and take this RSman see, 

“ ‘ Exchange the lesser for the greater see, 

“ * —^A thing against the canons*of the Church ? ’ 

« 

“ Then one—(a Deacon who, observing forms, 

“ Was placed by Stephen toj^epel the charge, 

‘^e advocate and mouthpiece of the corpse)— 
Spoke as Ije dared, set stammeringly forth 
With v^hite Jips and dry tongue,—as but a youth, ^ 
“ For frightful was the corpse-face to J>ehold,— 
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T* — 

How nowisi ^kecl there precedent for this. • 

“ But when, for his last precedent of all, 

“ Emboldened by the Spirit, out he blurts 
“ * And, Holy rather,j,didst nbt thou thyself 
“ *„yacate the lesser for the greater see, 6o 

“ * Half a year since change Arago for Rorhe? ’ 

“ ‘ —Ye have the sin’s defence now, synod mine !’ 

“ Shrieks Stephen in a beastly froth of rage : 

“ ‘ Judge now betwixt him dead and me alive ! 

“ ‘ Hath he intruded or do f pretend ? 65 

“ ‘ Judge, judge ! ’—breaks wavelike one whole foam of 
wrath. 

Whereupon they,lDeing friends and followers, 

i' ■ 

“ Said * Ay, thou art Christ’s Vicar, and not he ! 

“ ‘ Away with what is frightful to behold ! 

This act w'as uncanonic and a fault.’ 70 

, “ Then, swallowed up in rage, Stephen exclaimed 
“ ‘ So, So, remains I punish gpilt I ^ 

“ ^ He isainpoped, and all he did 1 damn: „ 

1, 

“ * TJ;ie Bishop, th^ ordained him, I degrade : 

“ ‘ Depose to laics jjjjose he raised to priests: 
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ts 

----T 

“ * What tliey have wrought is mischief shall stand, 

© V 

“ ‘ It is confusion, let it vex no more 

“ * Since I revoke, annul and abrogate 

“ * All his decrees in all kinds: they are void ! 

“ ‘ In token whereof and Warning Jo the world, 8o 
“ ‘ Strip me yon miscreant of those robes usurped, ‘ 

/' And clothe him with vile serge befitting such 
/ “ * Then hale the carrion to the market-place; 

• ‘ I.et the town-hangman cliop from his right hand 
“ ‘ Those same three fingers which he blessed withal; 85 
“ ‘ Next cut the head off, once was crowned forspoth : 

“ ‘ And last go fling them, fingers, head and trunk, 

“ ‘ To Tiber that my Christian fish may sup ! ’ 

“ —Either because of IXOTS which mdins Fish 
“ And very aptly symbolizes Christ, 

“ Or else because the Pope is Fisherman, 

“ And seals with Fisher s-signet. 


“ Anyway, 

So said, so done : himself, Jp see it done, 

“ ^'ollowed ^he corpse they trailed from stre^, ta Street 
“ Till into Ty^er wave they threw the thing. ‘ i5|6 

“ The people, crowded on the banks to^see, 0 

Were loud or ijiute, wept or laughed cursed or jeered, 
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‘‘ According as the deed addressed their sense ; 

** A scandal verily: and out spake a Jew lOo 

“ * Wot ye your Christ had vexed our Herod thus ? ’ 

‘‘ Now when, Formosus beingi'dead a year, 

“ His judge Pope Stephen tasted death in turn, 

“ Made captive by the mob and strangled straight, ‘ 

“ Romanus, his successor for a month, 105 

“ Did make protest Formosus was with God,* 

“ Holy, just, true in thought and wwd and deed. 

“ Next Theodore, who reigned but tw^enty days, 

“ Therein convoked a synod, whose decree 
“ Did reinstate, repopc the late unpojied, ^ no 

‘‘ And do away w 4 th Stephen as accursed. 

“ So that when presently certain fisher-folk 
“ (As if the queasy river could not hold 
“ Its swallowed Jonas, but discharged the meal) 

“ Produced the timely product of their nets, ’ 115 

“The mutilated mau^ Formosus,—saved 
“ From putrefaction by the embalmer’s spice, 

“ Or, as some said, by sanctity of flesh,— 
f'- «Why, lay the body again ’ bade Theodore 
^ i^mong his predecessors, in the church 
** ‘ And burial-place of Peter ! ’ which was done. 


120 
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_^_ 9L __ 

‘ And ’ addeth Luitprand * many of repute, 

“ * Pious and still alive, avouch to me 
“ ‘ That, as they bore the body up the aisle, 

“ * The saints in imaged row bowed each his head 125 
* For welcome to a brothfer-saint come back.’ 

‘‘ As for Romanus and this Theodore, ' 

“ These twc^, Popes, through the brief reign granted each, 
“ Could but initiate what John came to close 

•i 

“ And give the final stamp to : he 1: was 130 

“ iVinth of the narne^ (I follow the best guides) 

“ Who,—in full synod at Ravenna held 
'■ With Bishops seventy-four, and present loo 
“ Eude King of France with his Arohbishopry,— 

“ Did condemn Stephen, anjithematize* r35 

“ The disinterment, and make all blots blank. 

“ ‘ For,’ argueth here Auxilius in a place 
De Ordinatio 7 iibus^ ‘ precedents 
“ ‘ Had teen, no lack, before Formosus long, 

‘‘ ‘ Of Bishops so transferred from see to see,— 140 

‘ Marinus, for example : ’ re^-d the tract. 

o 

“ But, after John, came Sergius, reaffinned 
“ The right of Stephen, cursed Formosus, nay 
“ Cast out, some say, his corpse a second time. 
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** And here,—because the matter went to ground, 145 
“ Fretted by new griefs, other cares of the age,— 

“ Here is die last pronouncing of the Church, 

“ Her sentence that subsists unto this day. 

** Yet constantly opinion hath*prevailed 
“ r the Church, Formosus was a holy man.” 150 

Which of the judgments was infallible? 

Which of my predecessors spoke for God ? 

And what availed Formosus that this cursed, 

That blessed, and then this other cursed again ? 

Fear ye not those whose power can kill the body 155 
And not the soul,” saitli Christ, “ but rather those 
** Can cast both ^ul and body into liell ! ” 

John judged thus in Eight Hundred Ninety Eight, 

Exact eight hundred years ago to-day 

When, sitting in his stead, Vice-gerent here, * 160 

I must give judgment on my own behoof. 

So worked the predecessor^ now, my turn ! 

• •- 

In God’s,napie 1 Once more on this earth of God’s, 
Whi^e twilight lasts and time wherein to work, 

J take His staff with my uncertain hand, 165 
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And stay my six and fourscore years, my due 
Labour and sorrow, on His judgment-seat, 

And forthwith think, speak, act, in place of Him— 

The Pope for Christ. Once more appeal is made 
From man’s assize to mineft I sit lyid see 170 

Another poor weak trembling human wretch 
Pushed by l^s fellows, who pretend the right, 

Up to the gulf which, where X gaze, begins 
J^'rom this world to the next,—gives way and way, 

Just on the edge over the awful dark : 175 

With nothing to arrest him but my feet. 

He catches at me with convulsive face, 

lories “ Leave to live the natural minute more ! ” 

While hollowly the avengers echo “ Lefive? 

“ None ! So has he exceeded man’s due share 180 
“ In man's fit licence, wrung by Adam’s fall, 

“To sin and yet not surely die,—that we, 

“ All of us sinful, all with need of grace, 

“ All chary of our life,—the minute more 
“ Or minute less of grace w^hi^h saves a soul,— 185 


^^ound to make common cause with who craves time, 
“—We yet protest against the exorbitance ,, 

“ Of sin in this one sinner, and demand 
“ That his poor ^ole remaining piece of time 
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“ Be plucked from out his clutch: put him to death ! 190 
“ Punish him now ! As for the weal or woe 
“ Hereafter, God grant mercy ! Man be just,^ 

“ Nor let the felon boast he went scot-free !" 

And I am bound, the solitary ^udge, 

To weigh the worth, decide upon the plea, 195 

And either hold a hand out, or withdraw 
A foot and let the wretch drift to the fall. 

Ay, and while thus 1 dally, dare perchance 

Put fancies for a comfort ’twixt this calm 

And yonder passion that 1 have to bear,— 200 

As if reprieve were possible for both 
Prisoner £tnd Pope,—how easy were reprieve ! 

A touch o’ the h^d-bell here, a hasty word 
To those who wait, and wonder they wait long, 

J’ the passage there, and 1 should gain the life !— ' 205 
Yea, though 1 flatter me with fancy thus, 

I know it is but nature’s craven-trick. 

The case is over, judgment at an end, 

And all things done now and irrevocable : 

A mere dead man is Franceschini here, ^ 2^0 

fc ^ 

Even as Formosus centuries ago. 

I ha^e worn through this sombre wintry day, 

With winter in my soul beyond the world’s, 



THE. POPE, 


Over these dismalest of documents 
Which drew night down on me ere eve befell,— 
Pleadings and counter-pleadings, figure of fact 
Beside fact’s self, these summaries to-wit,— 

How certain three were slain by certain five : 

I read here why it was, and how it went, 

And how thj chief o’ the five preferred excuse, 
And how law rather chose defence should lie,— 
^What argument he urged by wary word 
When free to play off wile, start subterfuge, 

And what the unguarded groan told, torture’s feat 
When law grew brutal, outbroke, overbore 
And gluttered hunger on the truth, at last,— 

No matter for the flesh and blood between. 

.All's a clear rede and no more riddle now. 

Truth, nowhere, lies yet evcryAvherc in these— 
Not absolutely in a portion, yet 
Evolvible from the whole : evolved at last 
Painfully, held tenaciously by me. 

Therefore there is not any d^ubt to clear 
^!^hen I shalf write the brief word presently 
And chink the hand-bell, which I pause to do. 
Irresolute ? Not I, more than the mound 
With the pine-trees on it yonder ! Some surmise 
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Perchance, that since man's wit is fallible, 

Mine may fail here ? Suppose it so,—whatf then ? 

Say,—Guido, I count guilty, there 's no babe 240 

So guiltless, for I misconceive the man ! 

What's in the chance should jpiove nie^from my mind ? 

« 

If, as I walk in a rough country-side. 

Peasants of mine cry ‘‘ Thou art he can help, 

“ Lord of the land and counted wise to boot: 245 

** Look at our brother, strangling in his foam* ^ 

“ He fell so where we find him,—prove thy worth ! ” 

I may presume, pronounce, A frenzy-fit, 

“ A falling-sickness or a fever-stroke ! 

“ Breathe a vein, copiously let blood at once ! ” 250 

So 4)erishes the patient, and anon 
I hear my peasants—“ All was error, lord ! 

Our story, thy prescription : for there ciawled 
“ In due time from our hapless brother’s breast 
The serpent whi .'h had stung him : bleeding olew 255 
“ Whom a prompt cordial had restored to health.” 

What other should I say than “ God so willed : 

« I, 

“ Mankind is ignorant, a man am I: 

t 

“ Call ignorance my sorrow not my sin ! ” 

So a^d not otherwise, in after-time, 

If some acuter wit, fresh probing, sound 
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This multifarious mass of words and deeds 
Deeper, and feach through guilt to innocence, 

I shall fi\cc Guido’s ghost nor blencli a jot. 

“ God who set me to judge thee, meted out 2^5 

“ So much of judging faculty, no ni^ore : 

“ Ask Him if I was slack in use thereof! ” 

I hold a heavier fault imputable 
Inasmuch as I changed a chaplain once, 

Ji'or no caus%—no, if 1 must bare my heart,— 27^' 

Save that he snuflled somewhat saying mass. 

For I am ware it is the seed of act, 

God holds aj)praising in His hollow palm, 
iN ot act grown great thence on the world below, 

Leafage and branchage, vulgar eyes admire. a 7$ 

Therefore I stand on my integrity, 

Nor fear at all: and if I hesitate, 

It is because I need to breathe awhile, 

Rest, as !he human right allows, review 
Intent the little seeds of act, my tree,— 2So* 

The thought, which, clothed in deed, I give the world 
^ chink of bell and push of arrased door. 

0 pale departure, dim disgrace of day! 

Winter’s in wane, his vengeful worst art thou, 
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To dash the boldness of advancing March! 285 

Thy chill persistent rain has purged our streets 
Of gossipry ; pert tongue and idle ear 
By this, consort ’neath archway, portico. 

But wheresoe’er Rome gathera in the gfey, 

Two names now snap and flash from mouth to 
mouth— 290 

(Sparks, flint and steel strike) Guido and the Pope. 

By this same hour to-morrow eve—aha, * 

How do they call him ?—the sagacious Swede 
Who finds by figures how the chances prove, 

Wliy one comes rather than another thing, -295 

As, say, such dots turn up by throw of dice, 

Or, if we dip in Virgil here and there 

And prick for such a verse, when such shall point. 

Take this Swede, tell him, liiding name and rank. 

Two men are in our city this dull eve ; 300 

One doomed to death,—but hundreds in such [flight 
Slip aside, clean escape by leave of law 
Which leans to mercy in this latter time ; 

Moreover in the plenitude of life ^ 

• t 

Is lie, with strength of limb and brain adroit, 305 

Pre|umably of service here: beside. 

The man is noble, backed, by nobler friends: 
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Nay, so they wish him well, the city’s self 

ft . 

Makes common cause with who—house-magistrate, 
Patron of hearth and home, domestic lord— 310 

But ruled his own, let aliens cavil. Die ? 

Pie '11 bribe a gaoler or brffak prisqp first! 

Nay, a sedition may be helpful, give 
Mint to the ijiob to batter wall, burn gate, 

And bid the favourite iiialefiictor march. 315 

gC^alculato now these chances of escaj)e ! 

ft is not probable, but w’cll may be.” 

Again, there is another man, weighed now 
By twice eight years beyond the seven-times ten, 
Ajjpointed overweight to break our branch. 320 

And this man’s loaded branch lifts, moi’e than snow, 

All the world’s cark and care, though a bird’s nest 

Were a snperlluous burthen ; notably 

Hath he been pressed, as if his age w^ere youth, 

From to-(Tay’s dawn till now that day departs, 325 

Trying one question with true sweat of soul 
“ Shall the said doomed man fitlier die or live? ” 

When a stravv swallowed in his posset, stool 

• * 

Stumbled on ^herc his path lies, any puff 

That’s incident to such a smoking flax, *330 

Hurries the natural end and quenches him ! 
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Now calculate, thou sage, the chances here, 

Say, which shall die the sooner, this or Lhaf? 

“ That, possibly, this in all likelihood.” 

1 thought so : yet thou tripp’st, my foreign friend ! 33$ 

No, it will be quite qthcrvvise,^—to-day* 

Is Guido’s last: my term is yet to run. 

But say the Swede were right, and I forthwith “ " 
Acknowledge a prompt summons and lie dead : ^ 

Why, then I stand already in God’s face 340 

And hear “ Since by its fruit a tree is judged, 

** Show me thy fruit, the latest act of thine ! 

“ For in the last is summed the first and all,— 

What thy life l!lst put heart and soul into, 

“ There shall I taste thy jiroduct.” 1 must plead 345 
This condemnation of a man to-day. 

Not so ! Expect nor question nor reply 
At what we figure as God’s judgment-bar! 

None of this vile way by the barren words 

^ • 

Which, more than any deed, characterize 
Man as made subject to a curse: no speech— 

That still bursts o’er some lie which lurks inside, 

As the split skin across the coppery snake, 




THE POPE. 

And most dehotes man ! since, in all beside, 

In hate or ki^t or guile or unbelief, 

Out of some core of truth the excrescence comes, 

And^ in the last resort, the man may urge 

So was I made,*a weak thing that gave way 

'‘ To truth, to impulse only strong since true, 

“ And hated^ lusted, used guile, forwent faitli.’’ 

But wlicn man walks the garden of this world 

For his own solace, and, unchecked b> law, 

» 

Speaks or keeps silence as himself sees fit, 

Without the least incumliency to lie, 

—Why, can he tell you what a rose is like, 

Oi Jiow the birds fly, and not slit) to false 
Though truth serve better ? Man mu^t tell his mat 
Of you, me and himself, knowing he lies, 

Knowing his fellow knows the same,—will think 
“ He lies, it is the method of a man! ” 

And yet will speak for answer “ It is truth ” 

To him who shall rejoin “ Again a lie ! ” 

Therefore these filthy rags of ,^)eech, this coil 
A statemen^ comment, cpiery and response, 

Tatters all too contaminate for use, 

I 

Have no renewing; He, the Truth, is, too, 

The Word. We men, in our degree, may know 
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There, simply, instantaneously, as here 
After long time and amid many lies, ^ 

Whatever we dare think we know indeed 380 

"—That I am I, as He is He,—what else? 

But be man’s method for man’^j life at least! 

Wliercforc, Antonio Pignaielli, thou 
My ancient self, who wast no Pope so long ^ 

But studied God and man, the many years 385 

r the school, i’ the cloister, in the diocese ^ ^ 

Domestic, legate-rule in foreign lands,— 

Thou other force in tliose old busy days 
Than tins grey ultimate decrepitude,— 

Yet sensible of fires that more and more 390 

Visit a soul, in pa!?sage to I he sk}'-, 

Left nakeder than when flesh-robe was new— 

Thou, not Pope but the mere old man o’ the world, 
Supposed inquisitive and dispassionate, 

Wilt thou, the one whose speech 1 somewhat trust, 395 
Question the after-me, this self now Pope, 

Hear his procedure, critieij^e his work ? 

Wise in its generation is the world. 


ThisL is why Guido is found reprobate. 

I see him furnished foith tor his career, 


400 
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On Starting for the life-chance in our world, 

With nearly all we count sufficient help : < 

Body and mind in balance, a sound frame, 

A solid intellect: the wit to seek, 

Wisdom to choose, and courage wl^erewithal 
To deal in whatsoever circumstance 
Should minister to man, make life succeed. 

Oh, and much drawback I >vhat were earth without 
Js this our ultimate stage, or starting-place 
To try man’s foot, if it will creep or climb, 

’Mid obstacles in seeming, points that prove* 

/ulvantage for who vaults from low to high 
And makes the stumbling-block a stepping-stone? 
So, Guido, born with appetite, lacks fot)d : 

Is poor, who yet could deftly play-off wealth : 
Straitened, whose limb.s are restless till at large: 
He, as he eyes each outlet of the cirque 
And narrow penfold for probation, pines 
After the good things just outside its grate, 

With less monition, fainter conscience-twitch, 
Rarer instinctive qualm at the first feel 
Of greed unseemly, prompting grasp undue, 

Than nature furnishes her main mankind,— 
Making it harder to do wrong than right 
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The first time, careful lest the common ear • 425 

J 3 reak mnasiire, miss the outstep of life’s march. 

Wherein 1 see a trial fair and fit 

Vor one else too unfairly fenced about, 

wSet above sin, beyondjiis fello^ivs here t 

(niardcd from the arch-tempter, all must fight, 430 

by a great birth, traditionary name, 

Diligent culture, choice companionship, 

Above all, conversancy with the faith 
Which puts forth for its base of doctrine just 
“ Man is burn nowise to content himself 435 

“ But please dod.” He accepted such a rule, 
Kecogni/.cd man’s obedience ; and the Church, 

Which simply is srtch rule’s embodiment, 

lie clave to, lie lield on by,—nay, indeed, 

j\ear pushed inside of, dee}) as layman durst, 440 

Professed so much of [iriesthood as might sue 

For priest’s-e\emption where the layman sinnedf— 

Got his arm frocked which, bare, the law would bruise. 
Hence, at this moment, wl^it’s his last resource, 

His extreme stay and utmost stretch of hope 445 

But that, —convicted of such crime as law ^ 

Wipes not away save with a worldling’s blood,— 

Guido, the three-parts consecrate, may ’scape ? 
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Nay, the portentous brothers of the man 

Are veritably*priests, protected each 450 

iCfay^o his murder in the Chvirch’s pale, 

Abate Paul, Canon Girolamo ! 

This is the man i^tovcs irrgligiousest 
Of all mankind, religion’s parasite ! 

This may forsootli plead dinned car, jaded sense, 455 
The vice o’ the watcher who bides near the bell, 

^Sleeps sounS because the clock is vigilant, 

And cares not whether it be shade or shine, 

Doling out day and night to all men else ! 

^Vhy was the choice o’ the man to niche himself 460 
Perversely ’neath the tower where Time’s own tongue 
'rhus undertakes to sermonize the world ? 

Why, but because the solemn is safe too, 

jtt 

The belfry proves a fortress ot a sort, 

Has other uses than to teach the hour : 465 

Turns suftscreen, ])aravcnt and ombrifuge 
To whoso seeks a shelter in its ]jale, 

—Ay, and attractive to unwar;^^ folk 
, ^^ho gaze at storied portal, statued spire, 

(AuS go horae^with full head but empty purse 470 

Nor dare suspect the sacristan the thief! 

Shall Judas,—hard upon the donor’s heel, 
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To filch the fragments of the basket,—plead 
He was too near the preacher’s mouth, nor^at 
Attent with fifties in a company ? 475 

'No,—closer to promulgated decree, 

Clearer the censure oj defaults Procc?d ! 

I find him bound, then, to begin life well; ^ 

Fortificfl by propitious ciicumstancc, 

Great birth, good breeding, with the Church Tor guide. , , 

How lives he? Cased thus in a coat of proof, 481 

Mailed like a man-at-arms, though all the while 

A puny starveling,—does the breast pant big, 

The limb swell to the limit, emptiness 

Strive to become Solidity indeed ? 485 

Rather, he shrinks up like tlie ambiguous fish, 

Detaches flesh from shell and outside sliow. 

And steals by moonlight (I have seen the things 

In and out, now to prey and now to skulk. * 

Armour he boasts when a wave breaks on beach, 490 

Or bird stoops for the prize: with peril nigh,— 

• 9 

The man of rank, the much-befriended man^ 

The man almost affiliate to the Church, 

* ® 

Such is to deal with, let tlic world beware ! 

Does the world recognize, pass prudently ? 


495 
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Uo tides abate and sea-fowl hunt i’ the deep ? 

Already is th$ slug from out its mew, 

Ignobly faring with all loose and free, 

Sand-fly and slush-worm at their garbage-feast, 

A naked blotch n8 better than ihey^all: 500 

Guido has dropped nobility, slipped the Church, 

Plays trickster if not cut-purse, body and soul 
Prostrate among the filthy feeders —faugh ! 

.And when I?aw takes him by surprise at last, 

Catches the foul thing on its carrion-prey, 505 

Behold, he points to shell left higli and dry, 

Pleads “ But the case out yonder is myself!” 

Nay, it is thou, Law prongs amid thy peers. 

Congenial vermin; that w'^as none of th§e, 

Thine outside,—give it to the soldier-crab I 510 

Foi 1 find this black mark impinge the man, 

That he btdieves in just the vile of life, 
r^ow instinct, base pretension, are these truth ? 

Tlien, that aforesaid armour, prpbity 

^ • 

He figures in^is falsehood scale on scale; 515 

Honor and fai^i,—a lie and a disguise, 

Probably for all livers in this world, 

Certainly for him.self 1 All say good words 
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To who will hear, all do thereby bad deeds 

To wlio must undergo ; so thrive mankind ? 520 

See this habitual creed exemplified 

Most in the last deliberate act; as last, 

So, very sum and substance of the souf 

Of him tliat planned and leaves onfe perfect piece, 

The sin brought under jurisdiction now, ^ 525 

Even the marriage of the man ; this act 
I sever from his life as sample, show 
For Ouido’s self, intend to test him by, 

As, from a cup filled fairly at the fount, 

By the components we decide enough 530 

Or to let flow as late, or staunch the source. 

He purposes this marriage, I remark, 

On no one motive that should prompt thereto— 

Farthest, by consequence, from ends alleged 
Appropriate to the action j so tlrey were : * 535 

The best, he knew and feigned, the w'orst he took. 

Not one permissible impulse moves the man, 

From the mere liking of the eye and ear, 

To the true longing of the heart that loves^ 

No»trace of these: but all to instigate, 

Is what sinks man past level of the brute, 


540 
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Whose appetite if brutish is a truth. 

All is the lus^*for money: to get gold,— 

Why, lie, rob, if it must be, murder! Make 

Body and soul wring gold out, lured within 545 

The dutch of hat? by lovey the trap's pretence ! 

What good else get from bodies and from souls } 

This got, there were some life to lead thereby, 

—What, where-or how, appreciate those who tell 
. pow the toad lives : it lives,—enough for me ! 550 

To get this good,—with but a groan or so, 

Then, silence of the victims,—were the feat, 
lie foresaw, made a picture in his mind,— 

Of father and mother stunned and echoless 

To the blow, as they lie staring at fate’.? jaws 555 

Their folly danced into, till the woe fell; 

Edged in a month by strenuous cruelty 
From even the poor nook whence they watched the wolf 
Feast on their heart, the lamb-like child his prey; 
Plundered to the last remnant of their wealth, 560 

(What daily inttance pleased l|jc plunderer dole) 

Hunted fortl| to go hide head, starve and die, 

» 

And leave the^pale awe-stricken wife, past hope 
Of help i’ the world now, mute and motionless, 

His slave, his chattel, to first use, then destroy 
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All this, he bent mind how to bring about, 

Put plain ill act and life, as painted plain, 

So have success, reach crown of earthly good, 

In this particular enterprise of man, 

By marriage—undertajien in God’s face' 570 

With all these lies so opposite God’s truth, 

For end so other than man’s end.* ^ 

Thus schemes 

Guido, and thus would carry out his scheme: 

But when an obstacle first blocks the path, 575 

When he finds none may boast monopoly 

Of lies and trick i’ the tricking lying world,— 

That sorry timid Matures, even this sort 

O’ the Comparini, want nor trick nor lie 

Proper to the kind,—that as the gor-crow treats 580 

The bramble-finch so treats the finch the moth 

And the great Guido is minutely matched 

By this same couple,—^whether true or false 

The levelation of Pompili^’s birth, ^ 

Wliich in a moment brings his scheme to no^ught,— 585 

« 

Then, he is piqued, advances yet a stage, ^ 

Loaves the low region to the finch and fly, 

Soais to the zenith whence the fiercer fowl 
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May dare the inimitable swoop. 1 see. 

He draws on the curious crime, the fine 590 

Felicity and flower of wickedness ; 

Determines, by the utmost exercise 
Of violence, niacfe safe ami sure by craft. 

To satiate malice, pluck one last arch-pang 

From the piyents, else Would triumph out of reach, 595 

By punishing their child, within reach yet, 

\VHo, by thought, word or deed, could nowise wrong 
J’ the matter that now moves him. So plains he. 

Always subordinating (note the point!) 

"K evenge, the manlier sin, to interest 600 

The meaner,—^would pluck pang forth, but unclench 
No gripe in the act, let fall no moneydnece. 

Hence a plan for so plaguing, body and soul. 

His wife, so putting, day by day and hour by hour, 

The untried torture to the untouched place, 605 

As must f)recipitate an end foreseen, 

Goad her into some plain revolt, mosi: like 
Plunge upon j)atent suicidal slj^mc, 

Death to he^elf, damnation by rebound 

To those who^e licurts he, holding hers, holds still: 610 

Such plan as, in its bad completeness, shall 

Ruin the three together and alike, 
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« 

- ^ ^ 

Yet leave himself in luck and liberty, 

No claim renounced, no right a forfeiture, ^ 

His person iinendangcred, his good fame 615 

AVithout a flaw, his pristine worth intact,— 

While they, with all tlieir claims and rights that cling, 

Shall forthwith crumble off him every side, 

Scorched into dust, a plaything fbr the winds. 

As when, in our Campagna, there is fired C20 

The ncst-like work that lets a peasant house; ' 

And, as the thatch burns here, there, everywhere, 

Even to the ivy and wild vine, that bound 

And blessed the hut where men were happy once, 

There rises gradual, black amid the blaze, '*'*'’625 

■ 

Some grim and iirfscathed nucleus of the nest,— 

Some old malicious tower, some obscene tomb 
They thought a temple in their ignorance. 

And clung about and thought to lean upon— 

There laughs it o’er their ravage,—where arc they ? C30 
So did his cruelty burn life about, 

And lay the ruin bare in (jreadfulness, 

Try the persistency of torment so ^ 

Upon the wife, that, at extremity, ^ 

Sonte crisis brought about by fire and flame, 635 

The patient frenzy-stung must needs break loose, 
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Fly anyhow, find refuge anywhere, 

Even in the Itms of who should front her first, 

No monster but a man—while nature shrieked 
“ Or thus escape, or die ! ” The si)asm arrived, 640 
Not the escape b)^ way of «in,—O pod, 

Who shall jjlurk sheep Thou boldest, from 'I’hy hand? 
Therefore she lay resigned to diC)—so far 
I’he ufnple cnielty was foiled. Why then, 

■ ,^1*3ft to the rescue; let craft su])plement 645 

Cruelty and show hell a mastcriuece ! 

Hence this consummate lie, this love-intrigue, 

Unmanly simulation of a sin, 

With place and time and circumstance to suit— 

These letters false beyond all forgery—^ 650 

Not just handwriting and mere authorship, 

But fiilse to body and soul they figure forth— 

As though the man had cut out shape and shape 
From fanfte.^. of that other Aretine, 

To paste below—incorporate the filth 655 

With cherub faces on a missal-page ! 

Whereby the man so far attains his end 
That strange temptation is permitted,—see ! 

Pompilia, wife, and Caponsacchi, priest, 
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Are brought together as nor priest nor wife 660 

Should stand, and there is passion in the pface, 

Power in the air for evil as for good, 

Promptings from heaven and hell, as if the stars 
Fought in their courses for a liite to bd*. 

Thus stand the wife and priest, a speclaele, 665 

I doubt not, to unseen assemblage there. ^ 

No lamp will mark that window for a shrine, 

No tablet signalize the terrace, teach * 

New generations which succeed the old, 

The pavement of the street is holy ground ; 670 

No bard describe in verse how Christ prevailed 
And Satan fell like lightning ! A\'hy repine? 

What does the warld, told truth, but lie the more ? 

A second time the plot is foiled ; nor, now, 

‘By corresponding sin for counterclieck, 675 

No wile and trick that baffle trick and wdle,— ♦ 

The play o’ the parents ! tiere tlie blot is blanched 

By God’s gift of a purity of soul 

That will not take pollution, erminc-like 

Armed from dishonour by its owm soft snew. 680 

SugpIi was this gift of God wdio showcci for once 

How He would have the world go white : it seems 
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As a new attribute were born of each 
Champion of ^nith, the priest and wife I praise,- — 

As a new safeguard sprang up in defence 6.85 

Of their new noble nature : so a thorn 

i 

Comes to the aid 8f and C(finpletes ^lie rose— 

Courage to wit, no woman’s gift nor priest's, 

[’ the crisis ; jnight leaps vindicating right. 

* 

See how the strong aggressor, bad and bold, 690 

• \yith every vantage, preconcerts surprise, 

Leaps of a sudden at his victim’s throat 
In a bye way,—bow fares lie wlicn face to face 
With Caponsacchi ? Who fights, who fears now ? 694 

'There ([uails Count Guido, armed to the chattering teeth, 
Cowers at the steadhist eye and (juiet ^^ford 
O’ the Canon at tlic Lieve! There skulks crime 
behind law' called in to back cowardice ! 

While out of the poor trampled worm the wife, 

Springs up*a serpent! 

but anqp of these ! 

Him I judge jiow,—of him proceed to note, 

Failing the firs^ a second chance befriends 
Guido, gives pause ere punishment arrive. 

The law he called, comes, hears, adjudicates, 


705 
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Nor does amiss i’ the main,—secludes the wife 
From the husband, respites the oppressed <ii\e, grants 
Probation to the oppressor, could he know 
The jniercy of a minute*’s fiery purge ! 

The furnace-coals alike of iiubtic scornf 710 

IVivate remorse, heaped glowing on his head, 

What if,—the force and guile, the ore’s allo)^, 

Eliminate, his baser soul refined— 

The lost be saved even yet, so as by fire? , 

Let him, rebuked, go softly all his clays 715 

And, when no graver musings claim their due. 

Meditate on a man’s immense mistake 
Who, fashiemed to use feet and w.ilk, deigns crawl— 
'Fakes the unmaufy means—ay, though to ends 
;Man scarce should make for, would but reach tliro’ 
wrong,—■ 720 

May sin, but must not needs shame manhood so : 

Since fowlers hawk, shoot, nay and snare the game, 

And yet eschew vile practice, nor find sport. 

Jn torch-light treachery of the luring owl. ^ 

f. ^ 

m 

But how hunts Guido? Why, the fraudful trap— 725 

Late spurned to ruin by the indignant feet 
Of fellows in the chase who loved fair play— 
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Here he picks up the fragments to the leasts 

■M* 

Lades him arA hies to the old lurking place 

Where haply he may patch again, refit 730 

The mischief, file its blunted teeth anew, 

Make sure, nc\t tftnc, first«&nap shsjl break the bone 
Craft, greed and violence complot revenge 

ft 

Craft, fdr its guola, schemes to bring about 
And seuf occasion and be safe withal 735 

. Qreed cra\cs its act may work both far and near, 

Ciush the tree, branch and trunk and loot beside, 
Whichever twig 01 leaf irrtsls a streak 
Of possible sunslunt else would com itself, 

And drop down one more gold piece in the path 740 
Violence stipulates “ AcUantage proved, 

“ And safety sure, be pain the oveiplus * 

“ Mulder with jagged knife ' Cut but teir too 1 
“ > oiled oft, staived long, glut malice for amends ’ ” 744 
And what,* craft s scheme ? scheme sorrowful and strange 
As ihough the elements, Avhom mercy diet ked, 

Had mustered^hate tor one cruijtion more, 

One final delyge to surprise the Ark 

M 

Cradled and sl^^epmg on its mountain top 

Their outbreak-signal—^what but the dove’s coo, 750 

Back with the olive in her bill for news 
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‘ ~ ■* I ■■ ■ I I I I II I V I I ^ < “ '<••1 

‘Sorrow was over? ’T is an infant’s birth, 

Guido’s first born, his son and heir, that git^es 
The occasion; other men cut free their souls 
From care in such a case, fly up in thanks 755 

To God, reach, recognise His'love for'onre : 

Guido cries Soul, at last the mire is thine * 

‘‘ Lie there in likeness of a money-bag, , 

My babe’s birth so pins down past moving now, 

“ That I dare cut adrift the lives I late 74 o. 

“ Scnipled to touch lest thou escape with them ’ 

“ These parents and their child my wife,—touch one 
Lose all! Their rights determined on a head 
“ 1 could but hate, not harm, since from each hair 764 
“ Dangled a hop6 for me : now-^-chance and change ' 
“No right was in their child but passes now 
To that child’s child and through such child to me. 

I am a father itow,—come what, come will, 

I represent my child; he comes between— ' ’ 

“ Cuts sudden off the sunshine ol this life 770 

“ From those three: why, the gold is m his curls! 

“Not with old Pietro’s, Violante’s head, 

“ Not his grey horror, her more hideous l^lack— 

** Go these, devoted to the knife 1" 


’T is done: 


‘ 775^ 
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Wherefore should mind misgive, heart hesit^e ? 

He calls to cotnsel, fashions certain four 
Colourless natures counted clean till now, 

—Rustic simplicity, uncorrupted youth, 

Ignorant virtue ! Here’s t 4 ie gold the prime 780 
When Saturn ruled, shall shock our leaden day— 

I'he clown ab^sh the courtier I Mark it, bards ! 

The courtier triei> his hand on clownship heic. 

Speaks a wonl, names a crime, appoints a price,— 

Just breathes on what, suffused with all himself, 785 
Is red-hot henceforth past distinction now 
r the common glow of hell. And thus they break 
And blaze on us at Rome, Christ’s birthnight-eve ! 

Oh angels that sang erst “ On the earth,* peace'f, 

“To man, good will ! ”—such peace findfe e^ixth 
to-day ! 

yVftcr the seventeen hundred years, so man 791 

Wills good'lo man, so Guido makes complete 
His murder ! what is it I said ?—cuts loose 
Three lives that hitherto he suffered cling, 

Simply becau!^ each served to nail secure, 795 

By a corner of money-bag, his soul,— 

Therefore, lives sacred till the babe’s first breath 
0*erweights them in the balance,—off they fly 1 
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_ s ___________^ 

So is the murder managed, sih‘conceived 
To the full: and why not crowned with tridtnph too*? Boo 
Why must the sin, conceived thus, bring forth death ? 

I note how, within hair’s-breadlh of escape, 

Impunity and the thjpg supposed success, 

"f" */ 

Guido is found when the check comes, the change, 

The monitory touc'h o* the tether—felt ^ 805 

By few, not marked by many, named by none 
At the moment, only recognised aright * , < 

r the fulness of the days, for God’s, lest sin 
Exceed the service, leap the line : such check— 

A secret which this life finds hard to keep, 810 

And, often guessed, is never quite revealed— 

Needs must trip Guido on a stumblmg-block 
Too vulgar, too absurdly idain i’ the path ! 

Study this single oversight of caie, 

This hebetude that marred sagacity, 815 

Forgetfulness of all the man best knew,— 

How any stranger having need to fly, 

Needs but to ask and ha^'e the means of flight. 

Why, the first urchin tells you, to leave Ro|ne, 

Get horses, you must show the wrarrant, jyst ^82^ 

TJkfo h^ual scrap, clerk’s .scribble, a fair word ^^ 

. Or foul one, if a ducat sweeten word,— ^ ^ 
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And Araight authority will back demand, 

Givd you the fiick o’ the post-house ' —how should he, ** 
Then, resident at Rome for thirty years?, &25 

Guido, instruct a stranger ! And himsdf 
Jorgels just this pbor paper scrap, ^herewith 
Armed, every door he knocks at opens wide 
To save him : horsed and manned, with such advance 
O’ the hunt behind, why, ’t weic the cacy Usk 830 
Of hours tol8 on the fingers of one hand, 

To reach the Tuscan frontier, laugli at home, 
r>ight-heai te(l with his fellows of the place,— 

'^^repareej by tliat strange sliamefiil judgment, that 
Satire upon a sentence just pibnoiinCed 835 

By the Rota and confirmed by the Granduke,— 

Ready in a circle to receive their peer, 

Appreciate his good story how, when Rome, 

The Pope-King and the populace of priests 

Made common cause with their confederate 840 

The other priestling who seduced his wife, 

He, all unaide^d, wiped out the affront 

With decent bloodshed and could fare his friends, 

Frbhc it in the^world’s eye. Ay, such talc 

, and by such oversight 1 ^ ,8^5 
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Went reeling on the road through dark and cold^ 

The few permissible miles, to sink at lengA, 

Wallow and sleep m the fiist wayside straw, 

As the other herd quenched, i’ the wash o’ the \^ave, 850 
'—Each s\\me, the d^vil inside him . ^ slept they, 

And so were (aught and caged—all through one tnp, 

One touch of fool in Guido the astute ^ ^ 

He curses the omission, I surmise, 

More than the murder. Why, thou fool anc! blind, 85,5 
It is the mercy stroke that stops thy fate, 

Hamstrings and holds thee to thy hurt,—but ^o^\ ^ 

On the edge o’ the piecipice ’ One minute more, 

Thou hadst gone farther and fared worse, my son, 
Fathoms down oit the flint and fire beneath ' 860 

Thy comrades each and ah weic of one mind, 

Thy murder done, to siiaightway murder thee 
In turn, because of promised pay withheld. 

So, to the la^'t, greed found itself at odds * 

With craft in thee, and, proving conciueroi, 865 

Had sent thee, the same jught that crownejcl thy hope, 
Thither where, this same day, I see thee nq/-„ 

ft 

Nor. through God’s mercy, need, to morrt^w, see. 

# 

Shdi 1 find Guido, midmost blotch of black 
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Discernible in this group of clustered crimes 
Huddling togfther in the cave they call ^ 

Their palace, outraged day thus penetrates. 

Around him ranged, now close and now remote, 
Prominent or obscure to mfeet the n«eds 
the mage and master, I detect each shape 
Subsidiary i’ ^le scene nor loathed the les.s, 

All alike coloured, all descried akiri 
• % one and ?he same pitchy furnace stirred 
At the centre; see, they lick tlie master’s hand,— 
This fox-faced horrible priest, this brother-brute 
T iiv, Abate,—why, mere wolfishness looks well, 
Guido stands honest in the red o’ the flame, 

Beside this yellow that would pass for white, 

Twice Guido, all craft but no violence, 

This copier of the mien and gait and garb 
Of Peter and Paul, that he may go disguised, 

Rob halt atid lame, sick folk i’ the temple-porch ! 
Armed with religion, fortified by Uw, 

> A man of pca^e, who trims the^nidnight lamp 
And turns tb«i classic page—and all for craft. 

All to work hai^m with, yet incur no scratch! 
While Guido brings the struggle to a close, 

Paul steps back the due distance, clear o’ tlie trap 
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He builds and baits. Guido [ catch and judge j 
Paul k past reach in this world and my tinfie : 895 

That is a case reserved. Pass to the next, 

The boy of the brood, the young Girolamo 
Priest, Canon, and \vhat more'? nor vfolf nor fox, * 

But hybrid, neither craft nor violence 

Wholly, part violence part craft: such cross 900 

Tempts speculation—will both blend one day, 

And prove hell’s better product ? Or subsicle 
And let the simple quality emerge, 

Go on with Satan’s service the old way ? 

hicanwhile, what promise,—^what performance too ! 905 

For there’s a new distinctive touch, I see, 

Lust—lacking in’the two—hell’s own blue tint 

That gives a character and marks the man 

More than a match for } ellow and red. Once more, 

A case reserved : why should I doubt ? Then comes 
'Fhe gaunt grey nightmare in the furthest smolvc, 911 
I'he hag that gave these three abortions birth, 

Unmodierly mother and unwomanly 

* * 

Woman, that near turns motherhood to sli|me, 
Womdnliness to loathing : no one Avord, ^ 91S 

Nb gesture to curb cruelty a Avhit 
More than the she-pard thwarts her playsome whelps 
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Trying their milk-teeth on the soft 0’ the throat 
O' the first fa^, flung, with those beseeching eyesj- 
Flat in the covert! How should she but couch, 9^0 
Lick the dry lips, unsheathe the blunted claw, t 

Catch 'twixt lier plflcid eyewinks at yhat chance 
Old bloody half-forgotten dream may flit, 

Boin when herself was novice to the taste, 

The while she lets youth take its plcasUie, Last, 925 

,These God abandoned wictched lumps of life, 

These four companions,—country folk this time, 

Not tainted by the unwholesome civic breath, 

\fii^h less the curse o’ the court! Mere striplings too, 
Fit to do human nature justice still! 930 

Surely when impudence in Guido’s shape 
Shall propose crime and proffei money’s-worth 
To these stout tall biight-e>cd and black bailed boys, 
The blood shall bound in answer to each cheek 
Before the indignant outcry break from lip • 935 

Are these i’ the mood to murder, baldly loosed 
From healthy autumn-finish, thejfloughed glebe. 

. Grapes in the J-iarrel, work at happy end, 

And*winter conje with rest and Chiistmas play ? 

How greet they Guido with his final task— 

(As if he but proposed “ One vineyard more 
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.. ; f 

“ To dig, ere frost come, then relax indeed ! ”) 

** Anywhere, anyJiow and anywhy, # 

Murder me some three people, old and yoking, 

“ Ye never heard the names of,—and be paid 945 

“ So much ! ” And ^hc whol© four accede at once. 
Demur? As cattle would, bid march or halt! 

Is it some lingering habit, old fond faith 
r the lord o’ the land, instructs them,—birthright 
badge 

Of feudal tenure claims its slaves again ? 950 

Not so at all, thou noble hunian heart! 

All is done purely for the pay,—which, earned, 

And not forthcoming at the instant, makes 

Religion heresy, and the lord o’ the land 

Fit subject for a murder in his turn. 955 

The patron with cut throat and rifled purse, 

Deposited i’ the roadside-ditch, his due, 

Nought hindeis each good fellow trudging liGsUe, 

The heavier by a piece or two in poke, 

And so with new zest to the common life,^ 960 

Mattock and spade, plough-tail and waggo^-ghaft, 

Till some such other piece of luck bctid^ 

Wno knows ? Since this is a mere start in life, 

And none of them exceeds the twentieth year. , 
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Nay, more i' the background, yet ? Unnoticed forms 
Claim to be diassed, subordinately vile ? ,966 

Complacent lookers-on that laugh,—percliancc 
Shake head as-their friend’s horse-play grows too rough 
With the mere chiTd he manages anjiss— 

But would not interfere and make bad worse 970 

For twice th(j fractious tears and prayers : thou know’st 
Civility better, Marzi-Mcdici, 

Qovernor for thy kinsman the Gran duke ! 

Fit representative of law, man’s lamp 

I’ the magistrate’s grasp full-flare, no rushlight-end 975 

Sputtering ’twixt thumb and finger of the priest! 

Whose answer to these Comparini’s cry 

Is a threat,—wliose remedy of Pompilia’s wrong, 

A. shrug o’ the shoulder, a facetious word 

I 

Or wink, traditional with Tuscan wits, 980 

To Guido in tlie doorway. Laud to law ! 

The wife i>pushed back to the husband, he 
Who knows how these home-scjuabblings persecute 
People who h^ve the public goc^d to mind, 

And work Ue^it with a silence in the court! 985 

r 

Ah, but I save my word at least for thee, 

Archbishop, who art under me in the Church, 
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As I am under God,—thou, chosen by both 

To do the shepherd’s office, feed the sheef— 

How of this lamb that panted at thy foot 996 

Wliile the wolf pressed on her within crook’s reach? 

Wast thou the hireling that did turn ahd flee ? 

With thee at least anon the little word ! 

f 

Such denizens o’ the cave now cluster round 
And heat the furnace sevenfold : time indee'd 995 

A bolt from heaven should cleave roof and clear jilace. 
Transfix and show the world, suspiiing flame, 

Tlie main offender, scar and brand the rest 
Hurrying, each miscreant to his hole : then flood 
And purify the scene with outside day— 1000 

Which yet, 'in the absolutest drench of dark, 

Ne’er wants a witness, some stray beauty-beam 
To the despair of hell. 

First of the first, 

Such 1 pronounce Pompilia, then as now ^ 1005 

Perfect in whiteness: stoop thou dow’n, my^diild, 

Give one good moment to the poor old Pppe 
Hcart-sick at having all his world to blame— 

Let me look at thee in the flesh as erst, 
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Let me enjoy the old clean linen garb, loio 

Not the new gjlendid vesture ! Armed and crowned, 

' Would Michael, yonder, be, nor crowned nor armed, 

Th$ le$5 pre-eminent angel ? Everywhere 

f 

1 see in the world file intellect of mg,n. 

That sWord, the energy his subtle spear, 1015 

The knowledge which defends him like a shield— 
Everywhere; but they make not up. I think, 

,,TJie marvel of a soul like thine, earth’s flower 
She holds up to the softened gaze of God ! 

It W.^SrJ'Vot given Pompilia to know much, 1020 

^peak much, to write a book, to move mankind, 

Be memorized by who records my time. 

Yet if in purity and patience, if 

in faith held fast despite the plucking fiend, 

Safe like the signet stone with the new name 1025 

That saints arc known liy,—if in right returned 
For wrong, tf?ost pardon for worst injury, 

If there be any virtue, any praise,— 

Then will this woman-child have proved—who knows?— 
Just the one .p^ize vouchsafed unworthy me, 1030 

years a gardener of the untoward ground, 

1 till,—this earth, my sweat and blood manure ^ 

All the long day^,that barrenly grows dusk : 
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At least one blossom makes me proud at eve 

Bom ’mid the briers of my enclosure ! Stftl 
(Oh, here as elsewhere, nothingness of man !) 

Those be the plants, imbedded yonder South ■*, ’ 

To mellow in the m4)rrnng, tliosc made fat . <5 

By the master’s eye, that yield such timid leaf, 

Uncertain bud, as product of his pains ! ^ 1040 

While—see how this mere chance-sown, cleft-nursed seed, 
That sprang up by the wayside ’neath the foot ^ , 

Of the enemy, this breaks all into blaze. 

Spreads itself, one wide glory of desire 
To incorporate the whole great sun it loves 1045 

From the inch-height whence it looks and longs! My 
flower, 

My rose, I gather for the breast of God, 

This 1 praise most in thee, where all I praise, 

That having been obedient to the end 

According to the light allotted, law 0 $ 1050 

Prescribed thy life, still tried, still standing test,— 

Dutiful to the foolish pcycnts first, ^ 

Submissive next to the bad husband,—nay^ ^ 

Tolerant of those meaner miserable ^ 

TTiat did his bests, eked out the dole of pain,— 1,055 

Thou, patient thus, couldst rise from law to law, 
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Th<S old to the new, promoted at one cry 

O’ the trump dF God to the new service, not 

To longer bear, but henceforth fight, be found 

Sttblime in new impatience with the foe I 1060 

Endure man and o'ficy God*: i)lant firm foot 

On neck of man, tread man into the hell 

Meet for him,^and obey God all the more ! 

Oll^child that didst dcbpise thy life so much 
•WJien it seemed only thine to keep or lose, 1:065 

How' the fine ear felt fall the first low word 
Value life, and preserve life for My sake ! ” 

Thou didst . , how shall 1 say ? . . receive so long 
The standing ordinance of God on earth, 

What wonder if tlie novel claim had clashed 1070 

With old requirement, seemed to supersede 
Too much the customary law ? But, brave, 

Thou at first ])rompting of what I call Gotl, 

And fools Nature, didst hear, comprehend, 

Accept the obligation laid on thee, 1075 

Mother elect, save the unbon^ child, 

As brute and bird do, reptile and the fly, 

Ay and, I nothuig doubt, even tree, shrub, plant 
And flower o* the field, all in a common pact 
To worthily defend the trust of tnists, 1080 
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Life from the Ever Living:—didst resist— 

Anticipate the office that is mine— * ’ 

And with his own sw'ord stay the upraised arm, 

The endeavour of the wicked, and defend ' 

Him who,—again immy defaiSll,—waS there 1085 

For visible providence : one less true than thou 
To touch, i’ the past, less practised in the yght, 
.Approved less far in all docility 

<■ 

To all instruction,—how had such an one 

Made scruple “ Is this motion a decree ?” loyo 

It was authentic to the experienced ear 

O’ the good and faithful servant. Go past me 

And gel thy praise,—and be not far to seek 

Presently when 1 follow if I may! 

And surely not so very much apart 1095 

Need [ place tliee, my warrior-priest,—in \vhom 
What if I gain the other rose, the gold, 

We grave to imitate God’s miracle. 

Greet monarchs with, good rose in its dej^ree ? 

Irregular noble scapegrace—son the same noo 

Faulty—and peradvenlure ours the fault ^ 

Who still misteach, mislead, throw hook and line 
Thinking to land leviathan forsooth, 
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Tame th^ scaled n^ck, play with him as a bird. 

And bind bim^or our maidens ! Better bear 1105 

The King of Bride go wantoning awhile, 

Unplagued by cord in nose and thorn in jaw, 

Through deep to dtep, followed by ^11 that shine, 
Churning the blackness hoary : lie who made 
'Jiie comely terror, He sliall make the sword in 

To match that piece of netherstone his heart, 

Ajr, nor miss^iraise thereby ^ who else shut fire 

I’ the stone, to leap from mouth at sword’s first stroke, 

In lamps of love and faitli, the chivalry 

That dares the right and disregards alike 111 

The yea and nay o’ the world? Self-sacrifice,— 

Wdiat if an idol took it ? Ask the Church 
Why she was wmnt to turn each Venus here,— 

Poor Rome perversely lingered round, desjjite 
Instruction, for the sake of purblind love,— 112 

Into Madorjja’s shape, and waste no whit 
Of aught so rare on earth as gratitude ! 

All this sweet savour was not ours but thine, 

• • 

Nard of the^ryck, a natural wealth we name 
Incense, and tr^sure up as food for saints, 112 

When flung to us—whose function was to give • 

Not find the costly perfume. Do 1 smile? 
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Nay, Caponsacchi, much I find amiss, 
lUameworthy, punishable in this freak * 

Of thine, this youth prolonged, though age was ripe, 

This masquerade in sober day, with change 1131 

Of motley too,—novj hypocrite’s disgitise, 

Now foors-coslume : which lie was least like truth, 

Whicli the ungaiiilier, more discordant garb^ 

With that symmetric soul inside my son, 1135 

fi 

'The churchman’s or the worlding’s,—lot him judge, 

Our adversary who enjoys the task ! 

I rathe]- chronicle the healthy rage,— 

When the first moan broke from the martyr-maid 

/\t that uncaging of the beasts,—made bare 1140 

My athlete on the instant, gave such good 

Great undisguised leap over post and pale 

Right into the mid-cirque, free fighting-])lace. 

'riiere may have been rash stripping—every rag 
Went to the winds,—infringement manifold j 1^5 

Of laws ju-escribed pudicity, I fear, 

In tliis imjmlsive and prompt self-drs])lay 
Kver such tax comes of the foolish youth ; . , 

Men mulct the wiser manhood, and suspect 

NF) veritable star swims out of cloud : 1150 

bear thou such imputation, undergo 
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The penally I nowise, dare relax,— 

Conventional Chastisement and rebuke. 

But for the outcome, the brave starry birth 

Conciliating earth with all that cloud, t 155' 

Thank heaven as I*do ! Ay, sucli oJiampionship 

Of God at first blusli, such prompt cheery thud 

Of glove on j^round tliat answers ringingly 

I'he challenge of the false knight,—watch we long, 

And wait we vainly for its gallant like 1160 

From those appointed to the service, sworn 
His body-guard with ])ay and privilege— 

^Vhi^e-cinct, because in white walks sanrtit), 

Rcd-socked, how else proclaim line scorn of Hcsh, 
IJnchariness of blood when blood faith begs ! 1165 

Where arc the men-at-arms with cross on coat ? 

Aloof, bewraying their attire : whilst thou 
In mask and motley, pledged to dance not light, 
Spraiig’st forth the liero ! In thought, word and deed, 
How throughout all thy warfare thou wast pure, 1170 
I find it easy to believe : and if ^ 

At any fatefy^^momont of tlie strange 
Adventure, the^Jtrong passion of that strait, 

Fear and surprise, may have revealed too much,— 

As when a thundrous midnight, with black air 1175 
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That burns, rain-drops that blister, breaks a spell, 

Draws out the excessive virtue of some shtathcd 
Shut unsuspected flower that hoards and hides 
Immensity of sweetness,—so, perchance, 

Might the surprise a-nd fear rslease tdb much irSo 

The perfect beauty of the body and soul 
Thou savcdsl in thy passion for God’s sake, 

He who is Pity : was the trial sore? 

''I'emptation sharp ? Thank God a second time ! 

Why comes temptation but for man to meet 1185 

And master and make crouch beneath his foot,' 

And so be pcdestalled in triumph? Pray 
“ Lead us into no such temptations, Lord !” 

Yea, but, O Thou w'hose servants are the bold, 

Lead such temptations by the head and hair, i [90 

Reluctant dragons, up to who dares fight, 

Tliat so he may do battle and have praise! 

Do t not see the praise ?—that while thy mates 
Bound to deserve i’ the matter, prove at need 
Unprofitable through the very pains ^ T195 

We gave to train them well and start them^fj^ir,— 

Are found too stiff, with standing ranked^and ranged, 

F6r onset in good earnest, too obtuse 
Of ear, through iteration of command. 
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For catching quid? the sense of the real cry,— 1200 

'rhou, whose spw'orci-hand was used to strike the lute, 
Whose sentry-station graced some wanton’s gate, 

Thou didst push forward and sliow mettle, shante 
The laggards, and retrieve 4 he day. .Well done ! 
lie glad thou hast let light into the world, .-1205 

Through that irregular breach o’ tlic boundary,—see 
The same upon thy path and march assured, 

Learning anew the use of soldiershup. 

Self-abnegation, freedom from all fear, 

Loyalty to the life’s end ! Ruminate, 1210 

Deserve the initiatory spasm,—once more 
Work, be unhappy but bear life, my son ! 

And troop you, somewhere ’twixt the best and worst, 
Where crowd the indiffercnl product, all too poor 
Makeshift, starved samples of humanity ! 1215 

Father and mother, huddle there and hide ! 

A gracious eye may find you ! Foul and fair. 

Sadly mixed natures : sclf-indul^mt,—yet 
Self-sacrificiijg^ too: how the love soars, 

How the craft, jLvaricc, vanity and spite 
. Sink again ! So they keep the middle course, 

Slide into silly crime at unaware, 


1220 
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Slip back upon the stupid virtue, stay* 

Nowhere enough for being classed, I hop<^ 

And fear. Accept the swift and rueful death, 1225 
Taught, somewhat sternlier than is wont, wliat waits 
The ambiguous creature,—how the ofte black tuft 
Steadies the aim of the arrow just as well 

a 

As the wide faultless white on the l)ird’s breast! 

( 

Nay, you were punished in the very part 1230 

That looked most pure of speck,—’t was honest love 

Betrayed you,—did love sclmu most worthy pains, 

Challenge such purging, since ordained survive 

« 

When all the rest of you was done with ? Go ! - 

Never again elude the choice of tints ! 1235 

White shall not neutralize the black, nor good 
Compensate bad in man, absolve him so : 

Life’s business being just llie terrible choice. 

So do I see, pronounce on all and some 
Grouped for my judgment now,—profess no doubt 1240 
While I pronounce : dark, difi'icult enough 
The human sphere, yet eyes grow sliarp by,ijse, 

I find the truth, dispart the shine from sl:yicle, 

As a mere man may, with no special touch 
O’ the lynx-gift in each onlinary orb : 


1245 
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Nay, if the populai^notion class me right, 

One of well nigh decayed intelligence,— 

What of that ? Through hard labour and good will, 

And habitude that gives a blind man sight 

At the practised finfer-endv of him, I do 1250 

Discern, and dare decree in consequence, 

Whatever prove the peril of mistake. 

Whence, then, this ([uite new quick cold thrill,-♦-cloud-’ 
like, • 

Thi.s keen dread creeping from a quarter scarce 
Suspected in the skies I nightly scan? 1255 

WHiat slacks‘the tense nerve, saps the wound up spring 
Ot the act that should and shall be, sends the mount 
. 4 nd mass o’ the whole man’s-strength,—conglobcd so 
late—■ 

Shuddcringly into dust, a moment’s work? 

AVhile r stand firm, go fearless, in this world, 1260 

For this life recognise and arbitrate, 

Toucli and let stay, or else remove a thing, 

Judge “This is^right, this object out of place,” 

Candle in hey:^ that helps me and to spare,— 

What if a voice ^leride me, “ Perk and pry ! 1265 

“ Brighten each nook with thine intelligence ! • 

“ Play the good householder, ply man and maid 
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“ With tasks prolonged into the midn^ht, test 
“ Their work and nowise stint of the due l^age 
“ Each wortliy worker : but with gyves and whip 1270 
“ Pay thou misprision of a single point 
“ Plain to thy happy self whc^^lift’st the light, 

Lament’st the darkling,—bold to all beneath ! 

‘‘ What if thyself adventure, now the jjlace^ 

“ Is pufgcd so well ? I.eavc pavement and mount roof, 

“ Look round thee for the light of the upper sky, 1276 
“ The fire wLich lit thy fire which finds default 
In Guido Franceschini to his cost! 

“ What if, above in the domain of light, 

“ Thou miss the accustomed signs, remark eclipse? 1280 
“ Shalt thou still gaze on ground nor lift a lid,— 

“ Steady in thy superb prerogative, 

“ Thy inch of inkling,—nor once face the doubt 
P the sphere above thee, darkness to be felt ? ” 

Yet my poor spark had for its source, the sun ; 128 

Thither J sent the great looks whii'h coinpel 
Light from its fount: all that I do and an\ 

Comes from the trutli, or seen or else surmised, 
Remembered or divined, as mere man may: 

1 know just so, nor otherwise. As I know, 1290 


vn 
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I speak,—^what shcfuld I know, then, and how speak 
Were there a wild mistake of eye or brain 
As to recorded governance above ? 

If my own breath, only, blew coal alight 
1 styled celestial ami the ir^orning-sty ? 1295 

I, who in this world act resolvedly, 

Dispose of men, their bodies and their souls. 

As they acknowledge or gainsay the light 
I show them,— shall 1 too lack courage ?—leave 
I, too, the post of me, like those T blame? 1300 

Refuse, with kindred inconsistency, 

To grapple danger whereby souls grow strong ? 

1 am near the end; but still not at the end ; 

All to the very end is trial in life; 

At this stage is the trial of my soul 1305 

Danger to face, or danger to refuse ? 

Shall I dare tr>' the doubt now, or not dare ? 

0 Thou,—as represented here to me 
In such conception as my soul allows,— 

Under Thy measureless, my atom width!— i'3io 

Man^ mind, what is it but a convex glass 
Wherein are gathered all the scattered j)oints 
Picked out of the immensity of sky, 
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To re-iinite there, be our heaven for Garth, 

Our known unknow'n, our God revealed lo man? 13r5 
Existent somewhere, somehow, as a whole ; 

Here, as a wliole proportioned to our sense,— 

There, (which is n(i,where, sj^eech must babble thus !) 

In the absolute immensity, the whole 
Appreciable solely by 'I'hyself,— 1320 

Here, by the little mind of man, reduced 
To littleness that suits his faculty, 

In the degree appreciable too; 

Iletween Thee and ourselves—nay even, again, 

Below us, to the extreme of the minute, 1325 

Appreciable by how many and what diverse 
Modes of the hfe Thou madest be ! (why live 
Except for lovc,^-how love unless they know ?) 

Each of them, only filling to the edge. 

Insect or angel, his just length and breadth, T330 

Due facet of reflection,—full, no less, 

Angel or insect, as Thou framedst things. 


I it ib \vho have been appointed here 
To represent Thee, in my turn, on earth, 
Just as, if new philosophy know aught, ^ 
This one earth, out of all the multitude 


'*335 


Of peopled worlds, as stars are now supposed,— 



THE POPE. 


59 


Was chosen, and n& sun-star of the swarm, 

For stage and scene of Thy transcendent act 
Beside which even the creation fades 1340 

“ Into a puny exercise of power. 

Choice of the world* choice? of the thing I am, 

Both emanate alike from Thy dread play 

Of operation outside this our spliere 

Where things are classed and counted small or great,— 

Incomprehens*bly the choice is Thine 1 1346 

I therefore bow my head and take Thy place. 

'fhere is, beside the works, a tale of Thee 
In the world’s mouth, which 1 find credible: 

I love it with my heart: unsatisfied, 1350 

I try it with my reason, nor discept 

From any point T probe and pronounce sound. 

Mind is not matter nor from matter, but 
Above,—leave matter then, proceed with mind ! 

Man’s be the mind recognized at the height,— r355 

Leave the inferior minds and look at man! 

Is he the strong intelligent and good 
TJp to his own conceivable height ? Nowise. 

Enough o’ the lo^w,—soar the conceivable height, 

Find cause to match the effect in evidence, 1360 

The work i’ the world, not man's but God’s; leave man! 
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Conjecture of the worker by the worlf: 

Is there strength there?—enough: intelligence? 

Ample : but goodness in a like degree ? 

Not to the human eye in the present state, 1365 

An isoscele deficient' in the b*se. '' 

AVhat lacks, then, of perfection fit for God 
But just the instance which this tale supplies 
Of love without a limit ? So is strength, 

So is intelligence j let love be so, * 1370 

Unlimited in its self-sacrifice. 

Then is the tale true and God shows complete. 

Beyond the tale, 1 reach into the dark, 

Feel what I cannot see, and still faith stands : 

I can believe this dread machinery • ^375 

Of sin and sorrow, would confound me else, 

Devised,—all pain, at most expenditure ’ 

Of pain by Who devised pain,—to evolve. 

By new machinery in counterpart, 

The moral (qualities of man—^liow else?-— 13S0 

To make him love in turn and be beloved, 

c * 

Creative and self-sacrificing too, 

And thus eventually God-like, (ay, ^ 

“*1 have said ye are Gods,”—shall it be said for nought ?) 
Enable man to wring, from out all pain, 1385 
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All pleasure for a Ajtnrnon heritage 
To all eteriiityt: this may be surmised, 

The other is revealed,—whether a fact, 

Absolute, abstract, independent truth, 

Historic, riot reduefd to suit man's rgind,— 1390 

Or only truth reverberate, changed, made pass 
A spectrum into mind, the narrow eye,— 

The same and not the same, else imconceived— 

Tjiough quite conceivable to the nc/;t grade 

Above it in intelligence,—as truth 1395 

Easy to man were blindness to the beast 

By parity of procedure,—the same truth 

In a new form, but changed in either case : 

What matter so intelligence be filled ? 

To a child, the sea is angry, for it roars : 1400 

Frost bites, else why the tooth-like fret on face ? 

Man makes acoustics deal with the sea’s wrath, 
h^xplains the choppy cheek by chymic law,— 

To man and child remains the same effect 

On drum of car and root of nose, change cause 1405 

Never so th<jr^ughly; so my heart be struck, 

What care I,—Ijy God’s gloved hand or the bare ? 

Nor do I much perplex me with aught hard, 

Dubious in the transmitting of the tale,— 
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No, nor with certain riddles set to solfe. 1410 

This life is training and a passage ; pass,--* 

Still, we march over some flat obstacle 
We made give way before us; solid truth 
In front of it, what piotion fo» the world ? 

The moral sense grows but by exercise. *^4^5 

’T is even as man grew probalively 
Initiated in Godship, set to make 
A fairer moral world than this he finds, 

' r 

Guess now what shall be known hereafter. Deal 

Thus with the present problem ; as we see, 1420 

A faultless creature is destroyed, and sin 

Has had its way i’ the world where God should rule. 

A'v, but for this irrelevant circumstance 
Of inquisition after blood, we see 

Pompilia lost and Guido saved : how long ? 1425 

For his whole life : how much is tliat whole life ? 

We are not babes, but know the minute’s worth, 

,And feel that life is large and the world small, 

So, waH till life have passed from out the world, 

• » 

if 

Neither does this astonish at the end, 1430 

That whereas I can so receive and trust, 

Other men, made with hearts and souls the same, 
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Reject and disbelit^^e,—subordinate 
Tlie future to rtie present,—sin, nor fear. 

This 1 refer still to the foremost fact, 1435 

Life is probation and the earth no goal 

But starting-point d( man : •compel him strive, 

Which means, in man, as good as reach the goal,— 

Why institute that race, his life, at all ? 

But this docs overwhelm me with surprise, 1440* 

Tyuch me lo*terror,—hot that faith, the pearl, 

Should be let lie by fishers wanting food,— 

Nor, seen and handled by a certain few 
Critical and contem[)tuous, straight consigned 
To shore and shingle for tlic pebble it proves,— 1445 

But that, when haply found and known and named 
By the residue made rich for evermore, 

These,—that these favoured ones, should in a trice 
Turn, and with double zest go dredge for whelks, 
Mud-worms that make the savoury soup ! Enough 1450 
O’ the disbelievers, see the faithful few! 

How do the Cl^ristians here dojiqft them, keep 
Their robes ijf*white unspotted by the world ? 

What 4 s this Areiinc Archbishop, this 

Man under me as I am under God, 1453 

This champion of the faith, I armed and decked, 
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Pushed forward, put upon a pinnacle • 

To show the enemy his victor,—see ! * 

What’s the best fighting when the couple close? 
PomiBlia cries, “ Protect me from the wolf! ” 1460 

He—“ No, thy Gufdo is rou^h, heac 5 ^, strong, 

‘‘ Dangerous to disquiet: let him bide ! 

“ He needs some bone to mumble, help amuse 
‘‘ The darkness of his den with: so, the fawn 
Which limps up blcecling to my foot and lies, 1465 
‘‘ —Come to me, daughter !—thus I throw him back ! ” 
Have we misjudged here, over-armed our knight, 

Given gold and silk where plain hard steel serves best, 
Enfeebled whom we sought to fortify, 

Made an archbishop and undone a saint? 147 ° 

Well, then, descend these heights, this pride of life, 

Sit in the ashes with a barefoot monk 
Who long ago stamped out the w^orldly sparks, 

By fasting, watching, stone cell and wire scourge, 

—No such indulgence as unknits the strength— 1475 

These breed the tight nerve and lough cuticle, 

And the world’s praise or blame runs rillej^-^ise 
Off the broad back and brawny breast, ^ve know! 

He meets the first cold sprinkle of the world, 

And shudders to the manow. Save this child? 1480 
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** Oh, my superiors)^ oh, the Aichbishop’s self • 

** Who was it dared lay hand upon the ark 
“ His betters saw fall nor put linger forth ? 

Gieat ones could help yet help not why should small?' 
“ J break my promme let her b^eakiher heart ’ ” r 185 
These are the Christians not the woildlings, not 
rirt sceptics, who thus battle for the faith' 

If foolish virgins disobey and sleep, 

What wonder^ But, this time, the w sc that watch 
^Sell lamps and buy lutes, exchange oil for wine, 1490 
The mystic bpouse bcliays the Bndegioom here 
T.0 our last resouice, then • Since all flesh 1 weik, 

Bind weaknesses together, we get strength 
The individual weighed, found wanting, try 
Some institution, honest artifice 14(15 

Whereby the units grow compart and film ’ 

Each props the other, and so stand is made 
By our embodied cowards that grow brave. 

The Monastery called of Convertites, 

Meant to help women because these helped Chust, — 

• • 

A tiling existej^t only while it acts, 1501 

Does as designed, else a nonentity,— 

For what is an idea unrealized ?— 

Fompiha Is consigned to these for help 

vot, ?V. -.9 
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They do help ; they are prompt to testify ’ 1505 

To her pure life and saintly dying days. . 

She dies, and lo, who seemed so poor^ proves ricti! 

What does the body that lives through helpfulness 
To women for Chriipt’s sake ?? 'fhe kiss turns bite, 

The dove’s note changes to the crow’s cry: judge! 1510 
“ Seeing that tliis our Convent claims of right 

i’ 

“ What goods l)elong to those we succour, be 
The same proved women of dishonest life,— 

■* And seeing that this Trial made appear 
“ Pompilia was in such predicament,— 151;, 

“ The Convent hereupon pretends to said 
“ Succession of Pompilia, issues writ, 

“ And takes posseshion by the Fisc’s advice.” 

Such is their attestation to the cause 

Of Christ, who had one saint at least, they hoped; J520 

lint, is a title-deed to filch, a coipsc 

'fo slander, and an infant-heir to cheat ? 

Christ must give up his gains then ! They unsay 
All the fine speeches,—who was saint is whore. 

AVhy, scripture yields no parallel for this 1525 

The soldiers only threw dice for ChrisP^ coat; 

We want another legend of the Twelve 
Disputing if it was Christ’s coat at all, 
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C'laiming as prize tlie woof of price—for why ? 

'Fhe Master was a thief, purloined the same, 15.30 

Or paid for it out of the common bag ! 

Can it be this is end and outcome, all 
I take with me to slA>w as 3tewardshi|i’s fruit, 

The best yield of the latest time, this year 

The seventeen-hundredth since God died for man? 1535 

» 

Ts such effect jToportionate to cause ? 

And still the "error kee]»s on the increese 
^When I perceive . . how can I blink the fact ? 

That the fault, the obduracy to good. 

Lies not with the impracticable stuff 1540 

Whence man is made, his very nature’s fault, 

As if it were of ice, the moon may gild 

Not melt, or stone, ’t was meant the sun should warm 

Notrmake bear flowers,--nor ice nor stone to blame ; 

But it can melt, that ice, can bloom, that stone, 1545 
Impassible to rule of day and night! 

This, terrifies me, thus compelled perceive, 

Whatever love ^nd faitli Ave looked shoulil spring 
At advent bf^tiiie authoritative star, 

Which yet lie sli^ggish, curdled at the source,— 1550 

These have leapt forth profusely in old time, 

These still respond Avith promptitude to-day, 
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It 


At challenge of—what unacknowledged powers 
O’ the air, what uncommissioned meteors, wafmth 
By law, and light by rule should supersede? 1555 

For see this priest, this Caponsacchi, stung 
At the first summoRs,—“ He<p for honour’s sake, 

“ Play the man, pity tlie oppressed ! —no pause, 

Uow does he Iny about him in the midst, 

f 

Strike any foe, right wrong at any risk, 1560 

All blindness, bravery and obedience !—blind ? 

Ay, as a man would be inside the sun, 

Delirious with the plentitude of light 
Should interfuse him to the finger-ends— 

Let him rush straight,.and how shall he go wrong ? 1565 
Where are the Christians in their panoply ? 

'Vhe loins we girt about with truth, the breasts 
Righteousness plated round, the shield of faith, 

The helmet of salvation, and that sword 
O’ the Spirit, even the word of God,—where these? 1570 
Slunk into corners ! Oh, I hear at once 
i lubbub of protestation ! “ "Whaf, wc n]pnks 

“ We friars, of such an order, such a nile,^^, 

“ Have not we fought, bled, left our raarlyr-rnark 
* At every jioint along the boundary-line 
“ ’Twixt true and false, religion and the world, 


1575 
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“ Where this or th® other dogma of our Church 
“ Called fdt defence ? ” And I, despite myself, 

How can I but speak loud what truth speaks low, 

“ Or better than the best, or nothing serves ! 1580 

“ What boots decdf I can cap and c®ver straight 
With such another doughtiness to match, 

‘j Done at an instinct of the natural man ? ” 

/ * ' 

/ Inimolate^body, sacrifice soul too,— 

Do not these*publicans the same ? OutoUip 1 1585 

^ Or else stop race, you boast runs neck and neck, 

You with the wings, they with the feel,—for shame ! 

Oh, 1 remark your diligence and zeal! 

hive ycais long, now, rounds faith into my ears, 

St 

“ Help thou, or Cliristendom is done to death !” 1590 

Five years since, in tlie Province of Po-kien, 

Which is in China as some people know, 

Maigrot, my Vicar Apostolic llicre, 

Having a great tpialm, issues a decree. 

Alack, the converts use as Cod’s name, not 1595 

'J'n'U’Chu but plain Tien or else meic Shaug-ti^ 

As Jesuits pl^y.sc to fancy politic, 

While, say Domjnicans, it calls down lire,— 

For Tien means heaven, and S/tang-ti^ supreme prince,' 
While Tien-chu means the lord of heaven : all cry, 1600 
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“ 'riiere is no business urgent for desJJatch 
** As that thou send a fegate, specially 
“ Cardinal Tournon, straight to PcKig, there 
“ 'Po settle and compose the difference ! ” 

So luve r seen a potentate alhfume • 1605 

For some infringement of his realm’s just right, 

Some menace to a mud-built straw-thatched farm 

« 

O’ the frontier , wliile^nsidc the mainland lie,, 

« 

Quite nndisputed-for in solitude, , 

Whole cities plague may waste or famine sap : 16lo 

What if the sun crumble, the sands encroach, 

While he looks on sublimely at his ease? 

How does their min touch the empire’s bound ? 

And is this little all that was to be ? 

Where is the gloriously-rlecisivc change, ' 1615 

Metamorphosis the immeasurable 
Of human clay to divine gold, we looked 
Should, in some poor sort, justify its price ? 

Had an adept of the mere Rosy Cross ^ 

Spent liis life to consumm«ate the Cireat 1620 

Would not we start to see the stuff it touched 
Yield not a giain more than the vulgar got 
Ry the old smelting-process years ago ? 
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If this sadito iee in just the sage 
Who should profess so much, perform no more, 162 

* t , 

What is it when suspected in that Power 

’ ' '■ 

Who undertook to make and made the world, 

Devised and'did ef&ct man, body an*l soul, 

Qrdamed salvation for them both,^and yet.. . 

Well, is the thing we sec, salvation ? 1630 

■ I 

. •*< 

Put no such dreadful question to myself, 

Within whose circle of experience burns 

The central truth, Power, Wisdom, >Goodncss,--~(iod : 

I must outlive a thing ere know it dead; 1635 

Uiicn 1 outlive t}\,e faith there is a sun. 

When I lie, ashes to the very soul,— 

Someone, not I, must wail above the heap, 

“ He died in dark whence never morn arose.” 

AVhile I sec day succeed the deepest night— 1640 

How can I speak but as I know ?—my si)cech 
Must be, throughout the darkness, It will end : ” 

“ The light that did burn, will burn ! ” Clouds obscure— 
But for which^bscuration all were bright ? 

Too hastily concluded ! Sun-suffused, 1645 

A cloud may soothe the eye made blind by blaze,-- 
Better the very clarity of heaven: 





72 


THE RING AND THE BOOK. 


-------- 

The soft streaks are the beautiful and?dear. 

What but the weakness in a faith supplies 

The incentive to humanity, no strength 1650 

Absolute, irresistible, comports ? 

How can man love*’'but what he ycaAis to help ? 

And that which men think weakness within strength, 

But angels know for strength and stronger yet— 

What wore it else but the first things made new, 1C55 

o 

Bill repetition of the miracle, .r 

Tlie divine instance of self-sacrifice 
That never ends and aye begins for man 7 
So, never I miss footing in the maze, 

No,—I have light nor fear the dark at-all. 1660 

But are mankind not real, who pace outside 
My petty circle, the world measured me ? 

And when they stumble even as I stand, 

Have I a right to stop ear Avhen they cry, 

As they were phantoms, took the clouds for crags, 1665 
Tripped and fell, where the march of m^n might movO ? 
Beside, the cry is other than a ghost’s, 

When out of the old time there pleads some bard, 

^ I 

Philosopher, or both, and—whispers not, 

But words it boldly. “ The inward work and worth 1670 
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Of ap)i|: tnmd, what other mind may judge 
** Save God wHo only knows the thing He made, 

The,veritable service He exacts ? 

“ It is the outward product men appraise. 

“ Beholdj ah engine»boists a tower al^ft: 1O75 

“ ‘ I looked, that it should move the mountain too ! ’ 

• • 

“ Or else ‘Had just a turret toppled down, 

‘‘ * Success enough ! ’—may say the Machinist 
Who^nowsVhat less or more result might be : 

“ But we, who sec that done we cannot do, 1680 

“ * A feat beyond man’s force/ we men must say. 

Regard me and that shake I gave the 'world ! 

“ i was born, not so long before Chrfet’s birth, 

“As Christ’s birth haply did precede thy day,— 

But many a watch, before tlic star of dawn : 16185 

Therefore I lived,—it is thy creed affirms, 

“ Pope Innocent, who art to answer me!— 

“ Under conditions, nowise to escape, 

“ Whereby salvation was impossible. 

“ Kach impulse to achieve the good and fair, 1690 
“ Each aspiration to the pure and true, 

“ Being without ^ warrant or an aim, 

“ Was just as sterile a felicity 
“ As if t^e insect, born to s^^iend his life 
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“ Soaring his circles, stopped them to describe - 1695 

“ (Painfully motionless in the mid-air) ' 

“ Some word of weighty counsel for man’s sake, 

“ Some ‘ Know thyself ’ or * Take the golden mejin! ’ 

—Forewent his l^appy dance and the glad ray, 

Died half an hour the sooner and was dust, 1700 

I, born to perish like the brutes, or worse, 

V 

“ Why not live briitishly, obey my law? 

“ But I, of body as of soul complete, ‘ 

A gymnast at the games, philosopher 
“ r the schools, who painted, and made music,—all 1705 
Cilories that met upon the tragic stage 
When the Third Toet’s tread surprised the Two,— 

“ Whose lot fell in a land where life was great 
And sense went free and beauty lay profuse, 

‘M, untouched by one adverse circumstance, 1710 

‘‘ Adopted virtue as my rule of life, 

Waived all reward, and loved for loving’s sake, 

“ And, what my heart taught me, I taught the world, 

And have been teaching now two thousand years, 1714 
“ Witness my work,-—plays that should pjease, forsooth ! 
“ ‘ They might please, they may displease, they 'shall 
teach, 

“ ‘ For truth’s sake,’ so I said, and did, and do, ‘ 
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“ Five hundred yeais ere * 4 *aul spoke, Felix heard,— 

“ How much of temperance and righteousness, v 
Judgiheut to come, did 14ind reason for, 1720 

“ Coirrohot:ate with my strong style that spared 

I / 

“No sill, n'Or swerved the more fromi)randing brow 
“ ficcause the sinrier was called Zeus and God ? 

“ How nearly did I guess at that Paul knew ? 

‘^‘How come, in what T represent 1725 

“ As d^ty, to his doctrine yet a blank ? 

“ And as that limner not untruly limns 
“ Wlio draws an object round or square, whicli scpiare 
“ Or round seems to the unassisted eye, 

“ tnpugh Galileo’s tube display the same . 1730 

' «(» 

“ Oval or oblong,—so, who controverts 
“ I rendered rightly what proves wrongly wTought 
“ Beside Paul’s picture ? Mine was true for me. 

“ I saw-that there are, first and above all, 

“ 'fhe hidden forces, blind necessities, r735 

1 

“ Named Nature, but tlie thing’s self unconceived: 

“ Then, follow,—how dependent upon these, 

“We know not, how imposed above ourselves, 

“ We well knoWj—wliat 1 name the gods, a power 
“ Various or one : for great and .strong and good 1740 
“ Is there, and little, weak and bad there too, 
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“ Wisdom and folly: say, these maki* no God,-— 

‘‘ What lb it else that rules outside man’s self? 

“ A fact then,—always, to ih$ naked eyer*^ 

A 

** And so, the one revealment possible i 745 

‘‘ Of what were unknagined else by fnan. 

‘‘ Hiercfore, ^^hat god? do, man may criticise, 

Applaud, condemn,—how should he fear the truth ? 

“ But likewise have in awe because of power, 

ff 

‘‘ Venerate for the main munificence, 1X5° 

“ And give the doubtful deed its due excuse 
“ I'lom the acknowledged creature of a day 
“ To the Eternal and Divine. Thus, bold 
“ ^'et self-mis^sting, shoul^ man bear himself, 

“ Most assured on what now concerns him most— 1755 
“ The law of his own life, the path he prints,-- 
“ Which law is viituc and not vice, I say,— 

“ And least inquisitive where least search skilb^ 

“ r the nature we best give the clouds to keep* ' 

“ What could 1 paint beyond a schene like this 1760 
“ Out of the fragmentary truths where light 
“ Lay fitful in a tenebrific time? 

Vou have the sunrise now, joins truth cto truth, 

“ Shoots life and substance into death and void ; 

« 

“ Themselves cemrpose the whole we made before ; 1765 
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“ 1 he for<^es and iiccessify giow God,— 

‘ Ihe beings so contrarious that seemed gods, 

“ Prove just His operation‘manifold 
‘ Apd multifbnn, translated, as must be, 

“ Into intelligible shape so far 1770 

“ Vs Suits opr sense and sets us ftgp to feel 
‘‘ What if I let a child think, childhood long, 

That Ughtpfaig, I Aiould have him spare his eye, 

“ Js a real arrow shot at naked orb ? 1774 

“ The man knows more, but shuts his lids the same 
“ Lightning*s cause coinpiehends nor mm noi child 
“ Why then, my scheme, )our better knowLdge broke, 

“ Piesently re adjusts itself, the small 
Propoitioned largelier, parts and whole named new 
** So mu(h, no moie two thousand yesrs have done f 
^ Pope, dost thou dare pretend to punish me, 1781 
“ Foi not descrying sunshine at midnight. 

Me ■ 5 ^ho Crept all fours, found my way so far— 

“ While thou rewardest teachers of the truth, 

** Who miss the plain way m the blaze of noon,— 1785 
Though word from that strong style of mine, 

*■' Grasped honestly in hand asguidmg stiff, 

“ H^d pricked them a sure path across the bog, 

That mire of cowardice and slush of lies 
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“ Wherein I find them wallow in wide^day?’* 1790 

How should 1 answer this Euripides? 

Vaul,—’t is a legend,—answered Senera, 

Rut that was in the <lay-spring ; noornis now 
AVe have got too familbr with the light. 

Shall T wish back once more that thrill of dawn? 1795 
When the whole truth-toiuhcd man burned up, one fire? 
—Assured the trial, fiery, fierce, but fleet, 

AVould, from his little heap of ashes, lend 

Wings to that conflagration of the woild 

Which Christ awaits ere He makes all things new,—' 

So should the frail become the perfect, rapt 1801 

From gloiy of pain to glory of joy; and so, 

Even in the end, —the act renouncing earth, 

Lands, houses, husbands, wives and ('hildreii here,^— 
begin that other act which finds all, lost, 1805 

Regained, in this time even, a hundredfold, 

\nd, in the next time, feels the finite love 
Blent and embalmed witli its eternal life. 

t 

So does the sun ghastlily seem to sink 
Tn those north parts, lean all but out of jife, 

Desist a dread mere breathing-stop, then slow 
Rc-assert da>, begin the endless rise. 


iSio 
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Was this too easy for our after-stage ? 

AVas such alighting-up of faith, in life, 

1 

Only allowed initiate, set man’s step 1S15 

In fte true wUy by help of the great glow ? 

< 

A way lyheTeift it is^ordained he walk; 

Beating to see the light from hcaY‘=*n still more 
And more encroached on by the light of earth, 

Tentatives earth puts forth to rival heaven, iS^o 

Earthly incitements that mankind serve Ood 

For man’s sole sake, not God’s anc] therefore man’^. 

Till at laat, who distinguishes the sun 
From a mere Druid fire on a far mount ? 

More praise to him who with his subtle prism 1825 
Shall decompose both beams and name the true. 

In such sense, who is last proves first indeed ; 

For how could saints and martyrs fail see truth 
Streak the night’s blackness ? Who is faithful now, 
Untwists heaven’s imre white from the yellow flare 1830 
O’ the world’s gross torch, without a foil to help 
Produce the Christian act, so possible 
AVIien in the.-'yay stood Nero’s cro.ss and stake,— 

So hard now tliPt the world smiles “ Rightly done ' 

“ It is the politic, the thrifty way, 1835 

“ Will clearly make you in the end returns 
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Beyond our fooFs sport and improvidencfe 
“We fools go thro’ the cornfield of this life, 

“ Pluck ears to left and nght and swallow raw^ 

—N ly, tread, at pleasure, a sheaf underfoot, 1840 
To get the betler^t some poppy fltfwei,— 

“ Well aware we shaljjuve so much wheal less 
“ In the eventual harvest. you meantime 

•I 

“ Waste not a spike,- the nthlier will )ou reap • 

“ V^'liat then ? There wiirbe alwa}s garnered meal ^ 

# 

“ Sufficient for our f opifoitablc loat, 1846 

“ While you enjoy the iindimmished prue* • ” 

Is it not this ignoble confidenc e, 

Cowardly hardihood, that dulls and damjjs, 

Makes the old heroism imxjossible ? 1850 


Unless . what whispers me of times to tome ? 
AVhat it it be the mission of that age, 

My death will iishti m»o life, to shake 



Be introdui e th4H|bt discaided, bring 1^55 

That formidable danger back, we drove ^ 

1 ong ago to the distance and the daik ?* 

No wild beast now pi owls round the infant caftip * 

We have built wall and sleep m city safe 
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liut if some earthqivkc try the towers, that laugh i860 
To think they once saw lions rule outside, 

And man stand out again, pale, resolute, 

Prepared to die,—that is, alive at last ? 

As we broke up thabold faith of the world, 

Have we, next age, to break up tins the new— 1S65 

Faith, in the thing, grown faith in the report-- 
Whence need to bravely disbelieve report 
ThiN 5 Ugli incr(?ased failli i’ the thing reports ifehe? 

Miawt we deny,—do they, these Mohnists, 

At peril of their body and their soul,— 187c- 

Rccogiiized tmlli^, obedient to some trutli 
Unrecognized yet, but perceptible?— 

Correct the portrait by the living hice, 

Man’s God, by God’s (iod in the mind of man? 

Then, for the few that rise to the new height, 1875 

The many that must sink to the old depth, 

'The multitude found fall away ! A few^, 

E’en ere new law speak clear, may keep the old, 

Preserve the Christian level, call good good 

And evil evil,^even though razed and blank i88o 

The old titles,) helped by custom, habitude, 

And all else they mistake for finer sense 
O’ the fact than reason warrants,—as before, 

11 
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They hope perhaps, fear not impossibiy. 

At least some one Pompilia left the worid 1885 

Will say “ I know the right place by foot’s feel, 

“ T took it and tread firm,there; wherefore change?” 
But what a multitucfe will surely hill » 

Quite through the crupibling truth, late subjacent, 

Sink to the next discoverable base, 1890 

t 

Rest upon human nature, settle there 

On what is firm, the lust and pride of life ! ^ 

A mass of men, whose very souls even now 

Seem to need re-creating,—so they slink 

Worm-like into the mud, light now lays bare,— 1895 

Whose future wc dispose of with shut eyes 

And whisper—“ They are grafted, barren twigs, 

“ Into the living stock of Christ: may bear 
“ One day, till when they lie death-like, not dead,”- 
Thosc who wath all the aid of Christ succumb, T900 
How, without Christ, shall they, unaided, sink ? 

Whither but to this gulf before my eyes ? 

Do not we end, the century and I ? 

The impatient antimasque treads close on kibe 
O’ the very masque’s self it will mock,—on me, 1905 
Last lingering personage, the impatient mime 
Pushes already,—^will T block the way ? 
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Will my slow trail garments ne’er leave space 
For pantaloon, sock,> plume and castanet ? 

Here comes the first experimentalist 19to 

.In the new order of things,—he plays a priest; 

Does he take inspimtion from the Clfurch, 

Directly make her rule his law of^ljfe ? 

Not he: his own mere impulse guides the man— 
Happily sometimes, since ourselves allow 191*5 

Ilf has danced, in gaiety of heart, i' the main 
7 'he right step through the maze we bade him foot. 

Hut if his heart had prompted to break loose 
And mar the mea.siire ? Why, we must submit, 

And thank the chance that brought him safe so far. 

Will he repeat the prodigy? Perhaps. 1921 

Can he teach others how to (juit themselves, 

Show why this step was right while that were wrong ? 
How should he? “A.sk your hearts as 1 asked mine, 

“ And get discreetly through the morrice too; T925 

“If your hearts misdirect you,—quit the stage, 

“ And make amends,—be there amends to make!” 

Such is, for tj^ Augustin that was once. 

This Canon Caponsacchi we see now. 

“ But my heart answers to another tune,” 

Puts in the Abate, second in the suite, 


1930 
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I 

I }iave my taste too, and tread no fxich step ! 

“ You choose the glorious life, and mwiy, for me I 
I like the lowest of life's appetites,— 

‘‘ So you judge,—but tlie very truth of joy 1935 

To my own apprehension wliich dCi:ides. 

‘‘ Call me knave and,y/)u get yourself culled fool! 

“ I live for greed, ambition, lust, revenge ; 

f 

Attain these ends by force, guile : liyjioi rite, 

f 

“ To-day, ])ei(:h in(’e to-morrow recognized i'44o 

“ The rational man, ilie type of common sense.’’ 

'Fhere’s T^oyola adapted to our time ! 

Under such guidance (luido plays hi^J pait 

He also influencing in the due turn 

These last clo<ls where 1 track intelligence 1945 

By any glimmer, these four at his beck 

Ready to murder any, and, at their own, 

As ready to murder him,—-such make Ific world ’ 

And, first effect oi the new cause of thine „ 

'There they He also duly,--the (»kl iiair 1950 

Of the weak head and not so wicked heart, 

With the one Christian mother, wife and g^l, 

—Wiich three gifts seem to make an angel up,— 

The world's first foot o’ the dance is on their 
heads! 
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Still, 1 stand here, not ofl' the stage though dose 1955 
Ou tJie exit: and my last act, as my first, 

I owe the scene, and Him who armed me thus 
With Paul’s sword as with Peter’s key, 1 smite 
^V’'ith my Avhole streifgth once more, end my part, 
Ending, so fir ns man may, tliis oft^ncc.' i960 

And when I raise iny arm, who jilucks rny sleeve ? 

Who me in tlie righteous function,—foe 

fE.fricnd ? still as ever, friends are they 

Who, in the 'ii.ero:.! of outraged truth 

Depiccati. sncli rough liandling of a lie ! *965 

I’hc facTs f'ri’ig ])roved aiid incontestable, 

What IS the ^\orvl I must listen to? 

Perchance- - ‘'Sparc yol a term this barren stock, 

“ We pray tlu.e Jig abcnit and dung and dress 
‘‘ Till he repent :\nd bring forth Ifuit even yet!” 1970 

Perchance So poor and swift a puuishment 
“ Shall throw him out of life with all that sin : 

“ Let mercy rather pile 11 [> pain on pain 

“ Till the rlesh expiate what the soul pays else ! ” 

« 

Nowise I R^poustrants on each side commence 1975 
Instructing, ther«’s a new irilnmal now 
Higher than Ciod’s—the educated man’s ! 

Nice sense of honour in the human breast 
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Supcrsecks here the old coarse oiacl^;— 

Confirijiing none the less a point or so 1980 

"Wherein blind predecessors worked aright 

By rule of thumb : as when Christ said,—when, where ? 

Enough, I find it pleaded in a places— 

» 

“ All other wrongs done, patiently T take : 

“ But touch my honour and the case is changed ! 1985 

“ I feel the due resentment ,—nemini 
“ Honorem tt^ado^ is my quick retort.” * 

Right of Him, just as if pronounced to-day ! 

Still, should the old authority be mute, 

Or doubtful, or in speaking clash witli new, 1990 

The younger takes permission to decide. 

At last we have the instinct of the world 
Ruling its household -without tutelage: 

And while the two laws, human and divine, 

Have busied finger with this tangled case, 1995 

In pushes the brisk junior, cuts the knot, 

Pronounces for acquittal. How it trips 
Silvcrly o’er the tongue ! “ Remit the death ! 

“ Forgive, . . well, in the old way, if tho^ please, 

“ Decency and the relics of routine • 2000 

“ Respected,—let the Count go free as air! 

Since he may plead a priest’s immunity,— 
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The minor orders help enough for that, 

“ With jFarinacci*s licence,—who decides ^ 

“ That the mere implication of such man, 2005 * 

“ So privileged, in any cause, before 
“ Whatever court ex(»3pt the Spiritual, • 

Straiglit quashes law-proccdiirej-^quash it, then ! 

“ Remains a pretty loophole of escape 

Moreover, that, beside the patent fact 2010 

O,’ the law’s allowance, there’s involved the WLal 
“ O’ the Popedom : a son’s privilege at stake, 

Thou wilt pretend the Church’s interest, 

“ Ignore all finer reasons to forgive ! 

“ But herein lies the crowning cogency— * 3015 

“ (Let thy friends teach thee while thou tellest beads) 

“ That in tliis case the spirit of culture speaks, 

“ Civilization is imperative. 

“To her shall we remand all delicate points 
“ Henceforth, nor take irregular advice 3020 

“ O’ the sly, as heretofore ; she used to hint 
“ Remonstrances, when law was out of sorts 
“ Because a tongue was put to rest, 

“ A.11 eye that roved was cured of arrogance ; 

“ But why be forced to mumble under breath 2025 
“ What soon shall be acknowledged the plain fa('t, 
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“ Outspoken, say, in thy successor’s time ? 

“ Methinks \vc see the golden age return ! 

“ Civilization and the Kmperor 

“ Succeed to Christianity and Pope, 2030 

“ One P^mperor thlm, as one Pope sow: meanwhile, 

“ Anticipate a little !. ^We tell thee ‘Take 
““ ‘ Guido’s life, sapped society shall crash, 

f 

“ ‘ Whereof the main i)rop was, is, and shall be 
“ ‘ —Supremacy of husband over wife ! ’ * 2935 

“ Docs the man rule i’ the house, and may his mate 
“ Because of any plea dispute the same ? 

Oh, pleas of all sorts shall a.bound, be sure, 

“ One but allowed validity,—for, harsh 
“ And savage, for, inept and silly-sooth, 2040 

“ P'or, this and that, will the ingenious sex 
“ Demonstrate the best master e’er graced slave : 

“ And there’s but one short way to end the coil,— 

“ Acknowledge right and reason steadily 
r the man and iiivaster : then tlie wife submits 20.^5 
“ To plain truth broadly stated. Docs the time 
“ Advise we shift—a pillar ? nay, a stake^ 

“ Out of its place i’ the social tenement*? 

“ One touch may send a shudder through the heap 
“ And bring it toppling on our chiklren’s heads ! 2050 
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Moreover, if ours treed a qualm in thee, 

Give thine own better feeling play for once ! 

“ Thou, whose own life winks o’er the socket-edge, 

“ Woiild’st thou it went out in such ugly snuff 
As dooming sons dead, e’en though ^justice promjH? 

“ Why, on a certain feast, llarabb^^s’ self 2056 

** Was set free, not to cloud the general cheer : 

“ Neither shalt thou pollute thy Sabbath close ! 

“ Mercy is sale and graceful. How one hears 
“ The howl begin, scarce the three little taps 2060 

O’ the silver mallet silent on thy brow,— 

“ ‘ His last act was to sacrifice a Count 
“ ‘ And tlicreby screen a sc^indal of the Church 1 
‘ Guido condemned, the Canon justified 
“ ‘ Of course,—delinquents of his cloth go free ! ’ 2065 

‘‘ And so the Luthers chuckle, Calvins scowl, 

“ So thy hand helps Molinos to the chair 
Whence he may hold forth till doom’s day on just 
** These peili-miiitre priestlings,—in the choir, 

Sanefus et Benedidus^ with a brush 2070 

“ Of soft guilar^trings that obey the thumb, 

“ Touched by th« bedside, for accompaniment! 

“ Does this giv6 umbrage to a husband ? Death 
‘‘ To the fool, and to the priest impunity! 



90 


THE RING AND THE BOOK, 


“ liut no impunily lo any friend 2075 

“ So simply over-loyal as these four 
“ Who made religion of their patron’s aiuse, 

“ Believed in him and did his bidding straight, 

“ Asked not one question but laid down the lives 
“ 'I'his Pope took,—-all four lives together make 2080 
“ Just his own length of days,—so, dead they lie, 

c 

As these were times when loyalty’s a drug, 

‘‘ And zeal in a subordinate too cheap 
“ And common to be saved when we si^end life ! 

“ Come, ’t is too much good breadi we waste in words: 

“ The pardon, Holy Father! Sparc grimace, 2086 
“ Shrugs and reluctance ! Arc not we the worhl, 

“ Art not thou Priam? let soft culture plead 
“ Hecuba-like, ^ non lali' (Virgil serves) 

“ ‘ Auxilio,' and the rest 1 Bnough, it works ! 2090 

The Pope relaxes, and the Prince is loth, 

•'f 

The father’s bowxis yearn, the man’s will bends, ^ 

“ Ucply is apt. Our tears on tremble, hearts 

“ Big with a benediction, wait the word 

“ Shall circulate thro’ the city in a trice, 2095 

» 

Set every window flaring, give each man 
O’ the mob his torch to wave for gratitude. 

“ Pronounce then, for our breath and patience fail! ” 
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I will; Sirs : but a v©ice other than yours 
Quickens rny spirit. “ Qi/is pro Domino i 2100 

“ Who is upon the Lord’s side ? ” asked the Count. 

1, who write— 

“•On receipt of thi? comrnand, 

“ Acquaint Count Guido and liis fc-llows four 
“ 1‘hey die to-morrow : could it be to-night, 2 ro 

“ The better, but the work to do, takes time. 

“ Set with all diligence a scaffold up, 

“ Not in the cu.stoinary i)]acc, by Bridge 
“ Saint Angelo, where die the common sort; 

“ But since the man is noldc, and his peers 2110 

“ By predilection haunt the People’s Square, 

Ilf ^ 

‘‘ 'There let him be beheaded in the midst, 

“ And his companions hanged on either side 
“ So shall the quality see, fear and learn. 

“ All which work takes lime : till to-morrow, then, 2115 

j 

“ Let there be prayer incessant for lire five ! ” 

For the tn*ain criminal 1 have no hope 
Except in such^ suddenness of fate, 

1 stood at Naplcs»once, a night so dark 
I could have scarce conjectured there was eartli 
Anywhere, sky or sea or world at all: 


2120 
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Hut the night’s black was burst through by a blaze— 
Thmicler struck blow on blow, earth groaned and bore, 
Through her whole length of mountain visible: ■- 
I'here lay the city thick and plain with spires, 2125 
And, like a ghost flisshrouded, whitft the sea. 

So may the truth be flashed out by one blow, 

And Guido sec, one instant, and be saved, 

t 

Klsc I avert my face, nor follow him 

Into that sad obscure sequestered state 2130 

Where God unmakes but to remake the soul 

He else made first in vain ; which must not be. 

Knough, for I may die this very night: 

4 n(l how should I dare die, this man let live? 

Garry this forthwith to the Governor f 2135 
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Vou are the Cardinal Acciaiuoli, and you,. 

Abate Panciatichi—t\YO good 'Tuscan names ; 

Acciaiuoli—ah, your ancestor it was. 

Built the huge battlcnientcd convent-block 

Over the little forky flashing CJreve 5 

That takes the cjuick turn at the foot o’ the hill 

Just as one first sees Florence : oh those days ! 

'T is B 2 ma, though, the other rivulet, 

The one-arched brown brick bridge yawns over,—yes, 
Gallop and go five minutes, and you gain lo 

The Roman Gat/i from where the Ema’s bridged : 
Kingfishers fly there: how I see the bend 
O’erturreted by Certosa which he built, 
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That Senescal (we styled him) of yotyr House 1 
I do adjure you, help me, Sirs! My blood 
Comes from as fixr a source : ought it to end 
This way, by leakage through their scaflbld-planks 
Into Rome’s sink \fhere her red rcfiiwc runs ? 

Sirs, I beseech you by jjlood-sympathy, 

If there be any vile experiment 

In the air,—if this your visit simply prove, 

When all’s done, just a well-intentioned trick, 
That tries for truth truer than truth itself, 

By startling up a man, ere break of day, 

To tell him he must die at sunset,—pshaw ! 

That man’s a I'Vanccschini; feel his pulse, 

Laugh at your folly, and let’s all go sleep ! 

You have my last word,—innocent am 1 
As Innocent my Pope and murderer, 

Innocent as a babe, ag Mary’s owm, 

As Mary’s self,—I said, say and repeat,— 

And why, then, should I die tw'elve hours hence ? 
Whom, not twelve hours ago, the gaoler bade 
Turn to my straw-truss, settle and sleep so^nd 
That I might wake the sooner, promptlisr pay 
His due of meat-and-drink-indulgence, cross 
His palm with fee of the good-hand, beside. 
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As giillants use wh« go at large again ! 

For why ? All honest Rome approved my part: 
Whoever owned wife, sister, daughter,—nay, 40 

Mistress,—had any shadow of any right 
That looks like riglrt, and, all the ino^e resolved, 

TIel<l it with tooth-and nail,—th^^e manly men 
Approved ! I being for Rome, Rome was for me I 
Then, there’s the ])oint reserved, the subterfuge 45 
My lawyers held by, kept for last resource, 

Firm should all else,—the imi)ossible fancy !—fail, 

And sneaking burgess-spirit wan the day : 

The knaves ! One jdca at least would hold,—they 
laughed,— 

One grappling-iron scratch the bottom-rock 50 

Even should the middle mud let anchor go ! 

I hooked my cause on to Ore Clergy’s,—plea 
Which, even if law tii)ped off my hat and plume, 
Revealed my priestly tonsure, saved me so. 

The Pope moreover, this old Innocent, 55 

Being so meek and mild and merciful, 

So fond o' the poor ami so fatigued of earth, 

So , . fifty thousand devils in deepest hell ! 

Why must he cure us of our strange conceit 

Of the angel in man’s likeness, that we loved Co 
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And looked should help us at a pinch? He help? 
He pardon ? Here's his mind and message—death 
Thank the good Pope! Now, is he good in this, 
Never mind, Christian,—no such stuff's extant,— 
But will my death do credit to his reign, 

Show he both lived aml,.let live, so was good ? 
Cannot I live if he but like ? “ The law ! ” 

f 

Why, just the law gives him tlie very chance, 

The precise leave to let my life alone, 

Which the archangelic soul of him (he says) 

Yearns after! Here they drop it in his 
My lawyers, capital o’ tlie cursed kind,-- 
Drop life to take and hold and keep : but no ! 

He sighs, shakes head, refuses to sliut hand, 

Motions away the gift they bid him grasp, 

And of the coyncsg comes—that off I run 
And down I go, he best knows whither! mind, 

He knows, who sets me rolling all the same ! 
Disinterested Vicar of our Lord, 

This way ho abrogates and disallows, 

Nullifies and ignores,—reverts in fine ^ 

To the good' and right, in detriment of me ! 

Talk away! Will you have the naked truth ? 
lie’s sick of his life's supper,—'swallowed lies : 
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So, hobbling bcdwar^, needs must ease his maw 85 
Just where I sit o’ the door-sill. Sir Abate, 

C^au you do nothing? Friends, we used to frisk ; 

What of lliis sudden slash in a friend’s face, 

'bins cut acro.ss our gf)od conipanionshTif 

That showed its fiont so gay wlie^j, both were young? 90 

Were not we put into a beaten path, 

bid pace the world, we noldes born and bred. 

We body (T frronds with each his scutcheon full 
(>f olfl aclucvenient and impunity,— 

Taking the laugh of mom and Sol’s salute 05 

As forth \vc fared, [)iicked on to breathe our steeds 
And take cfjucstrian s])orL over the green 
Fnder the blue, across the crop,— what care? 

If \\c went prancing ii]) hill and down dale, 

In and out of the level and the straight, too 

I 

by the bit of jileasant byeway, where was harm ? 

Still Sol salutes me ami the morning laughs: 

1 see my grandsire’s hnof-iirints,—point the si)ot 
Where he drew rein, slipped saddle, and stabbed knave 
For daring throw gibe—much less, stone—from pale: 105 
Then back, and ctfi, and up with the cavalcade. 

Just so wTnd we, now canter, now converse, 

Till, ’mid the jauncing pride and jaunty port, 
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Something of a sudden jerks at somebody— 

A dagger is out, a flashing cut nnd thrust, r lo 

Because 1 play some prank my grandsire pluyed, 

And here 1 sprawl: whore is the com[)any? Gone ! 

A trot and a trample ! only 1 lie trapped, 

Writhe in a certain nov.el springe just st^t 

By the good old Pope : I 'm first prize. Warn me ? 

Why ? M 5 

Apprize me that tlie law o’ the game is changed ? 

Knough that 1 ’m a warning, as f writhe, 

'J'o all and each my fellows of the file, 

And make law plain henceforvvard past mistake, 

“ For such n prank, death is the penalty! ” 120 

Pope the Five Hundredth (what do I know or care ?) 
Deiiutes your Fauinency and Abateshij) 

To announce that, twelve hours from this time, lie 
needs 

I just cs.say upon my body and soul 

d'he virtue of his brand-new engine, piove 125 

Represser of the pranksoinc ! 1 'm the first! 

'fhank.s. Do you know what Iccih )ou mean to try 
The sharpness of, on this soft neck and throat? 

1 know it,--1 have seen and liate it, —ay, 

As you shall, while 1 tell you ! laH me talk, 130 
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Or leave me, at yoiu jjlcasure ! talk 1 must: 

What is your visit but my lure to talk ? 

Nay, you have something to disclose ?—a smile, 

At end of the forced sternness, means to mock 
The heart-beats here*? 1 call your twb hearts stone ! 

Is your charge to stay with me til) I die ? 136 

He tacit as your bench, then ! Use your ears, 

] use my tongue : how glibly yours will run 
At [)Iea.sant supper-time . . God’s ciuse! . . to-night 
Whui all tlie guests jumj) up, begin so brisk 140 

Welcome, his lOmineiicc who shrived the wretch ! 

“ Now we si Kill have the Abate’s story ! ” 


J afe ! 

How I could si)ill this overplus of mine 
Among those hoarhaiied, shnink-shanked, odds and 
ends 

Of body and soul, old age is chewing dry ! 146 

Those windle-stianvs that stare while purblind death 
Mows here, mows there, makes hay of juicy mo, 

And mis^iCs ju^t the bunch of wutliered weed, 

Would brighten hell and streak its smoke with flame I 
How the life, 1 could shed yet never shrink, 151 

Would drench their stalks wdth sap like grass in May! 
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Is it not terrible, I entreat you, Sirsii 
Such manifold and plcnitudinoiis life, 

Prompt at death’s menace to give blow for threat, 155 
Answer his “ lie thou not! ” by “ Thus I am ! - 

Terrible so to be a^ivc yet die ? * 

if 

How 1 live, how I see! so,—how I sjjcak ! 

9 

1 aicidity of soul unlocks the lips . 

a 

I never had the words at will before. 160 

How T see all my folly at a glance ! 

“ A man reejuire.s a woman and a wife ; ” 

'riiere was my folly ; 1 believed tlie saw : 

I knew that just myself concerned myself, 

Vet'needs must look for what I seemed to lack, 16 
In a woman, - why, the woman's in the man ! 

Fools we are, how wc learn things when too late ! 
Overmuch life turns round my woman-side ; 

'Fhc male and femaie in me, mixed before, 

Settle of a sudden : I’m my wife outright 170 

In this unmanly appetite for truth, 

'This careless courage as to consequence, ^ 

'rhis instaiitancons sight through things and through, 

'I'his voluble rhetoric, if you please,—’t is she ! 

Here you have that Pompili.i whom 1 slew, 175 


f-ri 
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Also the folly for wljich I blew her ! 

And, fool-like, what is it I wander from ? 

What did I say of your sbar[) iron tooth ? 

All,—that T know lh% hateful thing ! Ifiis way. 

I chanced to stroll furtli, many cy^ood year gone, 
One warm Siiring eve in Rome, and unaware 
L-ooking, mayhap, to c<)unt what stars were out, 
Came on your fine a.\c in a frame, that falls 
And so cuts off a man's liead underneath, 
Mannaia,—tlius we made accpiaintaucc first: 

Out of the wu)’, in a bye-part o’ tlie town, 

At the Moutlvof-'J’ruth o’ the rivci side, you know 
One goes by the Capitol : and wherefore coy, 
Retiring out of crowded noisy Rome? 

Because a very little time ago 

It had done service, chopped olThcad from trunk. 

Belonging to a fellow whose poor house 

The thing must make a point to stand before. 

Felice Wha tsoev'cr-\va.s-the-name 

Who stabled buJLdoes and so gained bread, 

(Our clowns unyoke them in the ground hard by) 
And, after use of much improper speech, 

Had struck at Duke Somc-title-or-othcr’s face, 
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liecause he kidnapped^ carried away^ind kept 
Felice’s sister who would sit and sing 


200 


1’ the filthy doorway while she plaited fringe 
To deck the brutes with,—on their gear it goes,— 

The good girl witlf the velvet in hei^voicc. 

So did the Duke, so di(^ Felice, so 205 

Did Justice, intervening with her axe. 

tf 

There the inan-rnutilating engine stood 
At ease, both gay and grim, like a Swiss guard 
Off duty,—purified itself as well, 

Getting dry, sweet and proper for next week,— 210 

And doing incidental gooil, ’t was lioped 

To the rough lessondacking po])ulace 

Who now and then, forsooth, must right their wrongs ! 

There stood the twelvc-foot-stjuare of scaffold, railed 

Considerately round to clbo'w-height, 215 

For fear an officer should tumble thence 

And sprain his ankle nid be lame a month, 

Through starting when die axe fell and head too ! 

Railed likewise were the steps wdiereby 't was reached. 
All of it painted red: red, in the midst, , 220 

Ran up tivo narrow tall beams barred a€ross. 

Since from the summit, some twelve feet to reach, 

The iron plate wuth the sharp shearing edge 
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Had slammed, jerked, shot, slid,—I shall soon find which • 
And so lay quiet, fast in its fit place, 235 

The wooden half-moon collar, now eclipsed 
By the blade which blocked its curvature : apart, 

The other half,—the*under half-moonl^oard 

Which, hel])ed by this, comj)lcte»a neck’s embrace,— 

joined to a sort of desk that wheels aside 230 


Out of the way when done with,—down you kneel, 

In you ’re pushed, over you the other drops, 

Tight you 're clipped, whi/, there’s the blade cleaves its 


best, 


Out tiundles body, down flops head on floor, 

And where's your soul gone ? That, too, 1 shall find ! 

* 

This kneeling-place was red, red, never fear ! 236 

But only slimy-like with paint, not blood, 

For why? a decent pitcher stood at hand, 

A broad dish to hold sawdust, and a broom 

By some unnamed utensil,—scraper-rake,-— 240 

Kach with a conscious air of duty done. 

Underneath, loungers,—boys and some few men,—- 
Discoursed thiv%j)latter, named the other tool, 

Just as, when grejoras tie up and dress a steed, 

Boys lounge and look on, and elucubrale 24)5 

What the round brush is used for, what the square,— 
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So was explained—to me the skill-lens then— 

The manner of the grooming for next world ^ 

Undergone by Felice What's-his-name. 

There’s no such lovely month in Rome as May— 250 

May’s crescent is no half-moon of rtfxl plank, 

And came now tilting <i’er the wave i’ the west, 

One greenish-golden sea, right ’twixt those bars 
Of the engine—I began acquaintance with, 

r 

Understood, hated, hurried from before, 255 

To have it out of sight and cleanse my soul! 

Here it is all again, conserved for use : 

'I'welve hours hence, I may know more, not hate worse. 

That young May-moon-month ! Devils of the deep I 
Was not a Pope then Pojie as much as now ? 260 

Used not he chirrup o’er the Merry Tales, 

Chuckle,—his nephew so exact the wag 
To play a jealous cnllion such a trick 
As wuns the wife i’ the pleasant story ! Well ? 

Why do things change? Wherefore is Rome un-Romed? 
r tell you, ere Felice’s corpse was cold, ^ 260 

The Duke, that night, threw wide his palace-doors, 
Received the compliments o' the quality, 

For justice done him,—bowed and smirked his best, 
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And in return passed round a pretty thing, 270 

if 

A portrait of* Felice’s sister’s self, 

Florid old rogue Albano’s masterpiece, 

As—better than virginity in rags— 

Bouncing Ivuropa on*the back o’ the Wlill: 

'fhcy lauglietl and took their roa^l the safelier home. 

Aih, but times change, there’s quite another Pope, 276 
1 do the Duke’s deed, take Felice’s place, 

And, being no Felice, lout and clout, 

Stomach but ill the i)hrase, ‘‘ I lose my head ! ” 

How euphemistic ! l.oscwhat? Lose your ring, 280 
Your snuff-box, tablets, kcrcliief!—but, your head ? 

I learnt the [jjocess at an early ago ; 

’ r was useful knowledge, in those same old days, 
know the way a head is set on neck. 

My fencing master urged ‘‘Would you excel? 285 

“ Rest not content with mere bold givc-and-guard, 

“ Nor pink the antagonist somehow-anyhow ! 

“ Sec me dissect a little, and know your game ! 

“ Only anatomy makes a thrust the thing.’’ 

Oh Cardinal, tl^ose lithe live necks of ours ! 2<jo 

Here go the vertebree, here’s A^/as, here 
Axis, and here the symphyses stop short, 

wisely and well,—as, o’er a corpse, we cant,— 

14 
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Vnd here ’& the silver cord which ^ what ’& olijr word ? 
])epends from the gold bowl, wliuh loosed (not **lost”) 
Lets us from heivtn to hell, one chop, we ’re loose ^ 
And not much pain i’ the proc ess,” quoth the sage 
Who told him ? Not 1 tlict’s ghoSc, 1 think ' 

Such “loMiig” 1^ scarce Modier Natuit’s mode 

She fam would luvo cord case itself nvay, 300 

Woin to d tliicul by tliicescoie }cats and ten, 

Snap while w e slumber th it seems bearable 
1 m told one clot ot blood extruasate 
h nds one as ccitiinlj as Roland’s sword, — 

One diop of lymph sulfiiscd proves Olivci’s mice,--- 305 
Intruding, eitlici of the pleas int pni, 

On the arnhnoid tunic ol my biam 

that’s Nature’s way of loosing cord '—but Art, 

Jllow of Art’s process with the engine here, 

When bowl and cord ahiee are crushed acioss, 310 
Bored between, bruised through ^ \\ hy, if Fagon’s self. 
The Frenrh Coiuts piule, that famed practitioin&r, 

Would pa b his cold p ile lightning of a knife, 
Pistoja-warc, adroit twixt joint and joint, 

With just a “ See how facile, gentletolk& f"— 3i<j 

'Hie thing were not so bad to bear' Biute force 
Cuts as he comes, breaks m, breaks on, breaks out ^ 



GUIDO. 


107 


—- 

O’ the hard and softoof you : is that the same ? 

p 

A lithe snake thrids the hedge, makes throb no leaf: ‘ 
A heavy ox sets chest to brier and branch, 3:0 

^Bursts somehow through, and leaves one hideous hole 
.B^ihdhim! ' * 


And why, Avhy must tins needs be ? 

Oh, if men were but good ! I'hcy arc not good, 

Nowise like Peter : pco[)lc called him rough, 325 

But if, as I left Rome, I spoke the Saint, 

— Petrus^ (j[uo vadis t ”—doubtless, I should hear, 

■“ To free the prisoner and forgive his fault I 

“ I plucked the absolute dead from God’s own bar, 

* 

“ And raised up Dorcas,—why not rescue thee ? ” 330 

What would cost one such nullifying word ? 

I 

Tf Innocent succeeds to Peter s place, 

Let him think Peter’s thought, speak Peter’s s])ecch ! 

I say, he is bound to it: friends, how say you ? 
C6ncede?(X be all, one bloodguiltiness 335 

And mystery of murder in the flesh, 

Why shoufd th:\,t fact keep the Pope’s mouth shut fast ? 

. 't 

He execrates my*crimc,—good !—sees hell yawn 
One inch from the red plank’s end which I press,— 
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How should a Pope proceed that knows his cue? 

>Vhy, leave me linger out my minute here, 

Since close on death comes judgment and comes doom, 

t , 

( 

Nor crib at dawn its pittance from a sheep 

Destined ere dewfill to be butcher’S-mcat! 345 

Think, Sirs, if I have dt'ne you any harm, 

And you require the natural revenge, 

Suppose, and so intend to poison mo, 

« 

—Just as you take and slip into my draught 

'I'he paperful of powder that clears scores, 350 

You notice on my brow a certain blue : 

How you both overset the wine at once! 

How you both smile ! “ Our enemy has the plague ! 

« 

Twelve hours hence he 'll be scraping his bones bare 
“ Of that intolerable flesh, and die, 355 

“ Frenzied with pain : no need for poison here ! 

Step aside and enjoy the spectacle ! ” 

'render for souls are you, Pope Innocent! 

Christ’s maxim is—one soul outweighs the world : 
Respite me, save a soul, then, curse the world! 360 

“ No,'’ venerable sire, 1 hear you smirk, ^ 

No; for Christ’s gospel changes namfcs, not things, 

“ Renews the obsolete, does nothing more ! 

“ Our fire-new gospel is re-tinkered law, 
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‘ Our mercy, justice^ —j ove’s rechristencd God,— 365 
‘ Nay, whereas, in tlie popular conceit, 

‘ T is pity that old harsh Law somehow limps, 

‘ Although Law’s day be done, lingers on earth,— 

‘ Else would benigniftit Gospel intcrp<?se, 

‘ Not furtively as now, but bold^nd frank 370 

‘ O’erflutter us with healing in her wings, 

‘ Law being harshness, Gospel only love— 

‘ We tell the people, on the contrary,— 

‘ Gospel takes up the rod winch l.aAv lets fall ; 

‘ Mercy is vigilant when justice sleeps 1 375 

‘ Does Law permit a taste of Gospel-grace ? 

‘ The secular arm allow the spiritual power 
‘ To act for once ?—no compliment so fine 
‘ As that our Gospel handsomely turn harsh, 

‘ Thrust victim back on J^aw the nice and coy ! ” 380 

Yes, you do say so,—else you would forgive 
Me, whom Law does not touch but tosses you! 

Do ii’t think to put on the professional face ! 

You know what 1 know,—casuists as you are, 

Each nerve mujt creep, each hair start, sting and stand, 
At sucJi illogical inconsequence ! 386 

Dear my friends, do but see! A murder's tried, 

There are two parties to the cause: I’m one, 
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A thief—and how thieves hate the wolves we know: 435 

Damage to theft, damage to tlirift, all’s one ! 

The red hand is sworn foe of the black jaw ! 

That’s only natural, that’s right enough : ^ 

But why the wolf^?hoiild complunehl the thief 

With shepherd's title, bjirk out life in thanks, 440 

And, spitclcss, lick the prong tliat spits him,—eh, 

Cardinal ? My Abate, scarcely thus ! 

• • 

There, let my shcepskin-garb, a curse on’t, go— 

Leave my teeth free if 1 must sliovv my shag ! 

Repent? What good shall follow ? Tflj>ass 445 

Twelve hours repenting, will that fact hold fast 

The thirtcentli at the horrid dozen's end> 

If 1 fall forthwith at your feet, gnash, tear, 

Foam, rave, to give your story ihe due grace, 

Will that assist the engine lialf-way back 450 

Into its hiding-Jiouse ?—boards, shaking now, 

Bone against bone, like some old skeleton bat 

That wants, at winter’s end, to wake and prey! 

Will howling put the spectre back to sleep ? 

Ah, but I misconceive your object, Sirs 455 

Since I want new life like the creature,®—life 

Being done with here, begins i’ the world away : 

I shall next have “ Come, mortals, and be judged ! ’’ 
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There *$ but a tninute betwixt this and then j 
S o, ^uichf be sorry since it saves my soul! 

Sirs, trqtih shall save it, since no lies assist I 

the truth, you, whatever you style yourselves, 
Civilization and socit^y ’ * 

Come, one good grapple, I with^all the world! 

Dying in cold blood is the desperate thing; 

% 

The angry heart explodes, beais off m blaze 
• » 

The indignant soul, and 1 'm coinbustion-ripe. 

Why, you inteml to do your worst with me ' 

That’s in your eyes • You daie no more than deatli, 

And mean no less. I must make up my mind ' 

So Pietro,—when I chased him here and there, 

Morsel by morsel cut away the life 

I loathed,—ctied for just respite to confess 

And save his soul; much respite did I grant * 

Why grant me respite who deserve my doom ? 

Me—who engaged to play a prize, fight you, 

Knowing you arms, and foil you, tnck for trick, 

At rapier-fence, your match and, may be, nioic, 

1 knew that if chose sin certain sms, 

Solace my lusts mit of the regular way 

Prescribed me, I should find yon in the path, 

Have to try skill with a redoubted foe; 
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You would lunge, I would parry, and make end. 

At last, occasion of a murder comes: 

We cross blades, I, for all my brng, break guard, 485 
And in goes the cold iron at my breast, 

Out at my back, i'nd end is made Of me. 

You stand confessed tht^adroiter swordsman,—ay, 

Hut on your triumph you increase, it seems, 

Want more of me than lying Hat on face : 490 

1 ought to raise my ruined head, allege 
Not simply 1 pushed worse blade 0’ the pair, 

But my antagonist dispensed with steel! 

There was no passage of arms, you looked me low, 

With brow and eye abolished cut-and'thrust .^95 

Nor used the vulgar w'capoii! Thi.s chance scratch, 

'Fhis incidental hurt, tliis sort of hole 
1’ the heart of me? J stumbled, got it so ! 

Fell on my own sword as a bungler may ! 

Yourself pioscribe such heathen tools, and trust 500 
To the naked virtue: it was virtue stood 
Unarmed and awed me,—on my brow there burned 
Crime out so plainly, intolerably red, 

That I was fain to cry—^‘Down to the dust 
“ With me, and bury there brow, brand and all!'’ 505 

‘ Law had cs.sayed the adventure,—but wdiat's I.<aw? 
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Morality exposed the Gorgon shield ! 

Morality and Religion conquer me. 

I£ Raw sufficed would you come here, entreat 
1 supplement law, and confess forsooth ? 510 

Did not the Trial sho?v things phxin enfmgh? 

“ Ah, but a word of the man’s vjjry self 
“ Would somehow put the keystone in its place 
And crown the arch ! ” 'fhen take the word you want I 

1 say that, long ago, when things began, 515 

All the world made iigreeinent, siidi and such 
Were pleasure giving iirofibbeariug acts, 

But henceforth extra-legal, nor to be ; 

You inust not kill the ma,n whoso death w'ould please 
And jiTotit you, unless his life stop yours 520 

Plainly, and need so be put aside: 

(iet the tiling by a public course, by law’’, 

Duly no private bloodshed as of old ! 

All of us, for the good of every one, 

Renounced such licence and conformed to law: 525 

AVho breaks Jaw, brealis pact, therefore, helps himself 
To pleasure and profit over and above the due, 

And must pay forfeit,—pain beyond his share : 

Tor, pleasure being the sole good in the world, 
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Anyone’s pleasure turns lo someone's pain, * 530 

So, law must watch for everyone,—say we, 

AVho call things wicked that give too much joy, 

And nickname mere reprisal, envy makes, 

Vunishmcnt: quite right! thus theVorld goes round. 

1, being well aware sucl^ pact there was, 535 

1, in my time who found advantage come 
Of law’s observance and crimes penally,— 

Who, but for wholesome fear law bred in friends, 

Had doubtless given example long ago, 

Furnished forth some friend’s pleasure with my pain. 
And, by my death, pieced out his scanty life,— 541 

I could not, for that foolish life of me, 

Help risking law’s infringement,—I broke bond, 

And needs must pay price,—wherefore, here’s my head, 
Flung with a flourish ! But, repentance too ? 545 

But pure and simi>le sorrow for law’s breacli 
Rather than bluiiderer’sdneptitude ? 

Cardinal, no ! Abate, scarcely thus! 

"r is the fault, not that I dared try a fall 

With Law and straightway am found undermost, 550 

But that 1 failed to see, above man’s law, 

"'i * 

Clod’s precept you, the Christuans, recognize ? 

Colly my cow 1 Do n’t fidget, Cardinal! 
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Abate, cross your breast and count your beads 
And exorcize the devil, for here he stands 
stiffens in the bristly nape of neck, 

Daring you drive him hence ! You, Chi'istians both? 
I say, if ever was suclf faith at all , * 

Born in the world, by your community 
Suffered to live its little tick of time, 

"r is dead of now, ludicrously dead ; 

Honour its ashes, if you be discreet, 

In epitaph only ! For, concede its death, 

Allow extinction, you may boast unchecked 
What feats the thing did in a crazy land 
At a fabulous epoch,—treat your faith, that way. 

Just as you treat your relics : “ Here’s a shred 
“ Of saintly flesh, a scrap of blessed bone, 

“ Raised King Cophetua, who was dead, to life 
‘‘ In Mesopotamy twelve centuries since, 

Such was its virtue ! ”—twangs the Sacristan, 
Holding the shrine-box up, with bands like feet 
Because of gout in every fmgerdoint : 

Does he bethink him to reduce one knob, 

Allay one twinge*by touching what lie vaunts ? 

1 think he half uncrooks fist to catch fee, 

. But, for the grace, the quality of cure,— 
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Coplietua was the man put that to proof! 

Not otherwise, your faith is shrined and shown 
And shamed at once : you banter while you bow! 

Do you dispute this? Come, a rnonster-laugh, 

A madman’s laugR, allowed iiis CaSnival 
"Later ten days than whtyi all Rome, but he, 

Laughed at the candle-con test: mine’s alight, 

’T is just it sputter till the puft' o’ the Pope 585 

End it to-morrow and the world turn Ash. 

Come, thus 1 wave a wand and bring to pass 
In a moment, in the twinkle of an eye, 

What but that—feigning everywhere grows fact, 
Professors turn possessors, realize 590 

'Phe faith they play with as a fiincy now, 

And bid it operate, have full efJect 
On every circumstance of life, to-day, 

In Rome,—faith’s flow set free at fountain-head ! 

Now, you ‘11 own, at ihis present when I speak, 595 
Before I work the wonder, there’s no man 
WOman 01 child in Rome, faith’s fountain-head, 

But might, if each were minded, realize 
Conversely unbelief, faith’s opposite- - « 

Set it to \vork on life unflinchingly, 

Yet give no symptom of an outward change; 
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Why should things change because men disbelieve ? 

m 

What’s incompatible, in the whited tomb, 

\^th bones and rottenness one inch below?. 

What saintly act is done in Kome to-day 605 

But might be prompted by the devil,—^ is ” 

1 say not,—“ has been, and agai^j may be,”— 

1 do say, full i’ the face o’ the crucifix 

lb 

You try to stop my mouth with ! Off with it! 

Look in your own lieart, if your soul have eyes ! 6ro 
You shall see reason why, though fiiitli were fled, 
Unbelief still might w^ork the wires and move 
Man, the machine,' to i)kiy a faithful part 
Preside your college, Cardinal, in your cape. 

Or,—having got above his head, grown Pope,— 615 
Abate, gird your loins and wash my feet! 

Do you suppose 1 am at loss at all 

Why you crook, why you cringe, why fast or feast ? 

Praise, blame, sit, stand, lie or go!—all of it, 

In each of you, purest unbelief may prompt, 620 

And wit explain to who has eyes to see. 

But, lo, I wave wand, make the false the tnie ! 

Here *s Rome bel^ves in Christianity ! 

What an explosion, how the fragments fly 

Of what, W'as surface, mask and make-believe ! 625 
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Begio now,—look at this Pope’s-halberdier 
In wasp-like black and yellow foolery! 

^ I •' 

He, doing duty at the corridor, \ 

■ 

Wakes from a muse and stands convinced of sin ! 

Down he flings halbert, leaps the passage-length, 630 

Pushes into the presence?, pantingly 

Submits the extreme peril of the case 

To the Pope’s self,-—wliom in the world beside?— 

% 

And the Pope breaks talk with ambassador, 

Bids aside bishop, wills the whole world wait 635 

Till he secure that prize, outweighs the world, 

A soul, relieve ihc sentry of his qualm"! 

His Altitude the Referendary,— . 

Robed right, and ready for the usher’s w'ord 

To pay devoir,—'is, of all times, just then 640 

’Ware of a master-stroke of argument 

Will cut the spinal cord . . ugh, ugh ! . . I mean, 

Paralyse Moliniim for evermore ! 

Straight he leaves lobby, trundles, two and two, 

Down steps to reach home, write, if but a word 645 
Shall end the impudence: he leaves who likes ' 

Go pacify the Pope: there’s Christ tc^ serve ! > ' 

How otherwise would men display their zeal ? . . 

If the same sentry had the least surmise 



A pow(ier-l)arrel 'neath the pavement lay 650 

In neighbourhood with what might prove a match, 

Meant to blow sky-high Pope and presence both — 

Would he not break through courtiers, rank and file, 
Bundle up, bear off ailJl save body so, • 

The Pope, no matter for his priceless soul? 6:55 : 

There *s no foofs-freak here, nought to soundly swinge, 
Only a man in Ciftnest, you ’ll so praise 
And pay and prate about, that earth shall ring ! 

Had thought possessed the Referendary 

His jewel-case at liome was left ajar, 660 

WHiat would be wrong in running, robes awry, 

To be beforehand u ith the pilferer ? 

What^alk then of indecent haste ? Which means, 

That both these, each in his degree, would do 

Just tliat,—for a comparative nothing’s sake, 665 

And thereby gain approval and reward,— 

Which, done for what Christ says is worth the world, 
Procures the doer curses, cuffs and kicks. 

I call such difference 'twixt act and act, 

Sheer lunacy unless your truth on lip 670 

Be recognized a Ue in heart of you ! 

How do you all act, promptly or in doubt, 

When there’s a guest poisoned at supper-time 
yoL. IV. 16 
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Anri he sits chatting on with spot on check? 

Phick him by the skirt, and round him in the ears, ';675 
“ Have at him by the beard, warn anyhow 
Ciood, and this other friend that’s cheat and thief 
And dissolute,—gt> stoj) the devil’s^'feast, 

I 

Withdraw him from the jpiminent hell-fire ! 

Why, for your life, you dare not tell your friend 680 
You lie, and I admonish you for Christ! ” 

Who yet dare seek that same man at the Mass 
To warn him—on his knees, and tinkle near,— 

He left a cask a-tilt, a tap unturned, 

The Trebbian running : what a grateful jump CS5 

Out of the Church rewards your vigilance ! 

Perform that self-same service just a thought 
More maladroitly,—since a bishop sits 
At function 1—and he budges not, bites lip,— 

“ You see my cose : how can I quit my post ? ' 690 

“ He has an eye to any such default. 

“ See to it, neighbour, I beseech your love ! ” 

He and you know the relative worth of things, 

What is permissible or inopportune. ■ ' 

Contort your brows! You know I speak the truth: (>,^5 
Gold is called gold, and dross called dross, i’ the Booli: 
Gold you let lie and dross pick up and pri^e I, , , 
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—Despite your muster of some fifty monks 
And nuns a-maundering here and mumping there, 

Who could, and on occasion would, spurn dross, 700 
Clutch gold, and prove their faith a fact so far,— 

I grant you ! Fifty limes the number squeak 
And gibber in the madhouse—fli’in of faith, 

This fellow, that his nose supports the moon, 

The other, that his straw hat crowns him Pope : 705 

Does that prove all the world outside insane? 

Do fifty rniracle-rnongcrs matcli the mob 
That acts on lljc frank faithless principle, 

Born-baptized-an d-bred Christian-atheists, each 

With just as much a right to judge as you,— 7 10 

m 

As many senses in his soul, and nerves 
r neck of him as I,—whom, soul and sense, 

Neck and nerve, you abolish presently,— 

I being the unit in creation now 

Who pay the Maker, in this speech of mine, 715 

A creature’s duly, siiend my last of breath 
In'bearing witness, even by ray worst fault, 

To the-creature^s obligation, absolute, 
l^erpetua!: my \vt>rst fault protests, The faith 
“ Claims all of me : I would give all she claims, 720 
ButTor a spice of doubt; the risk's too rash : 
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“ Double or quits, I play, but, all or nought, : 

“ Exceeds my courage; therefore, I descend , / 

To the next faith with no dubiety— 

“ Faith in the present life, made last as long 725 

“ And prove as ftill of pleasure as^nay hap, 

“ Whatever pain it caus^ the world." I'm wrong ? 

I 've had my life, whate’er I lose: 1 ’m right ? 

I Vc got the single good there was to ^in. 

Entire faith, or else complete unbelief! 730 

Aughl bclween has my loathing and contempt, 

Mine and God’s also, doubtless : ask yourself, 

Cardinal, where and how you like a man 1 
Why, either with your feet upon his head, 

Confessed your caudatory, or, at large, 735 

The stranger in the crowd who caps to you 

But keeps his distance,—why should he presume? 

You vyant no hanger-on and drot)per-off, 

Now yours, and now not yours but (paite his own, 
According as the sky looks black or bright. “ 740 

Just so I capped to and kept off from faith-— 

You ])romised trudge behind through fair and foul, 

f • 

Vet leave i’ the lurch at the first spit rain. 

AVI10 holds to faith whenever rain begins ? 

What does the father when his son lies dead, 
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The merchant when his money-bags take wing, 

The politician whom a rival ousts? 

No case but has its conduct, faith prescribes; 

Where’s the obedience that shall edify ? 

Why, they laugh frankly in the face of taith 750 

And take the natural course,—tl^is rends his hair 
Hecause his child is taken to God's breast, 

3 

That gnashes teeth and raves at loss of 

Which rust corrupts and thieves break through arul steal, 

And this, enabled to inherit earth 755 

Through meekness, curses till your blood tains cold ! 

Down they all drop to my low level, ease 

Heart upon dungy earth that’s warm and soft, 

And let who will, attempt the altitudes. 

Each is the prodigal son of heavenly sire, 760 

Turning his nose up at the fatted calf, 
l'’am to fill belly with the husks, we swine 
Did eat by born depravity of taste 1 

Enough of the hypocrites. But you, Sirs, you- - 

Who never budged from litter where 1 lay, 765 

% 

And buried snout*!’ the dra/T-box w'hile 1 fed, 

Cried amen to my creed’s one article— 

“ Get pleasure, ’scape pain,—give your preference 


THIS RING An|) the BOOK, 


126 

To the immediate good, for time is brief, 

“ And death ends good and ill and everything! 770 

What's got is gained, what's gained soon is gained twice,* 
** And,—inasmuch as faith gains most,—feign faith! 

So did we brother-like pass word ^out: 

—You, now,—like bloo^Jy drunkards but half-drUnk^ 

Who fool men yet perceive men find them fools,— 77S 

Vexed that a titter gains the gravest rnduth,— 

O’ the sudden you must needs re-introduce 
Solemnity, straight sober undue mirth 
By a blow dealt your boon companion here 
Who, using the old licence, dreamed of harm 780 

No more than snow in harvest: yet it falls ! 

Y oil check the merriment effectually 
By pushing your abrupt machine i’ the midst, 

Making me Rome’s example : blood for wine 1 

'rhe general good needs that you chop and change ! 785 

I may dislike the hocus-i)ocus,—Rome, 

The laughter-loving people, won’t the)/’ stare 
Chap-fallen !—^while serious natures sermonize 

v * 

The magistrate, he bearcth not the sword 
“ In vain ; who sins may taste its edge* we see! ” '790 

Why my sin, drunkaids ? Where have I abused 
Liberty, scandtUized you ail so much ? 



127 


cu*|do. 

Who called me, who crooked finger till I came, 

Fool that I was, to join cdmpanionship ? 

I knew my own mind, meant to live my life, 795 

Elude your envy, or else make a stand, 

Take my own part ana sell you my life clear. 

But it was “ Fie ! No prejiidice^in the world 
To the proper manly instinct! Cast your lot 
“ Into our lap, onft: genius ruled our !>’’rths, 800 

“ We ’ll compass joy by concert ; take with us 
“ The reg\ilar irregular way i’ the wood ; 

“ You ’ll miss no game through riding breast by breast, 

“ In this preserve, the Church’s park aiivl pale, 

“ Rather than outside where the world lies waste ! ” 805 
Corae,*f you said not that, did you say this ? 

(iive plain and terrible warning, Live, enjoy ? 

“ Such life begins in death and ends in hell! 

“ Dare you bid us assist your sins, us priests 
“ Who hurry sin and sinners from the earth ? 810 

“No such delight for us, why then for you ? 

“ Leave earth, seek heaven or find its opposite I ” 

Ha A you so warned me, not in lying words 
But veritable dee^k with tongues of flame, 

That had been fair, that might have struck a man, "815 

> 

Silenced the squabble between soul and sense, 
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Compelled him to make mind up, take one course 
Or the other, peradventure !—tiTong or right, 

Foolish or wise, you would have been at least 
Sincere, no question,—forced me choose, indulge ^ 8so 
Or else renounce my instincts, sti\l play w^olf 
Or find my wM,y suhinis^vc to your fold, 

Be red-crossed on my lleece, one sheep the more. 

But you as good as bade me wear sheep’s wool 

Over wolf’s skin, suck blood and hide tlie noise 825 

By mimicry of something like a bleat,— 

Whence it comes that because, despite my care, 

Because T smack my tongue too loud for once, 

Drop baaing, here’s the village up in arms ! 

Have at the wolf’s throat, you who hate the breeb’! 830 
Oh, were it only open yet to choose— 

One little time more—whether T’d be free 
Your foe, or subsidized your friend forsooth ! 

Should not you get a growl through the white fangs 
In answer to your beckoning! Cardinal, 835 

Abate, managers 0’ the multitude, 

I kl turn your gloved hands to account, l)e sure ! 

You should manipulate the coarse rou*gn mob : 

’T is you I'd deal directly with, not them,— 

Using your fears : why touch the thing my,<ltJf . , S40 
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When I could see you hunt, and then cr\' “ Shares ! 
Quarter the carcase or wc quarrel; come, 

Here's .the world ready to see justice done ! ’* 

Oh, it had been a desperate game, but game 
Wherein the winner’s chance were wortl* the pains 845 
We'd try'conclusions !—at the \^orst, Avhat worse 
I’han this Mannaia-machine, each minute’s talk 
Helps push an intA the nearer me ? Fuol, tool! 

You understand me and forgive, sweet Sirs? 

I blame you, tear my hair and tell my woe— S50 

All’s but a flourish, figure of rhetoric ! 

One must try each exj)ediejil to save life. 

One m 5 kes fools look foolishcr fifly-fold 
By putting in their place men wise like you, 

To lake the full force of an argument S 

Would buffet their stolidity in vain. 

If you should feel aggidevcfl by the mere wind 
O’ the blow that means to miss you and maul tliem, 

That’s rny success ! Is it not folly, now, 

To say with folks, “A plausible defence— 860 

We sec throughWotwithstanding, and reject ? ” 

0 

Reject the plausible tliey do, these fools, 

Who never ^en make pretence to show 
^ « 
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One poijit beyond its plausibility 

In favour of the best belief they hold ! 86’5, 

Saint Somebody-or-other raised the dead ; 

Did he ? How do you come to tnow as much ? 

“ Know it, what need ? The story's jdansiblCj 
Avouched for by a mcp'tyrologist, 

And why should good men sup on cheese and leeks 
“ On such a saint’s day, if there were ilo saint?” 871 

1 

I praise the wisdom of those fools, and straight 


'Foil them my story—“plausible, but false !” 

False, to be sure ! What else can story be 
'That runs—a young wife tired of an old spouse, 875 
I'ouiul a priest whom she fled away with,—both 
Took their full ])lcasiirc in the two-day’s flight, 

Which a grey-headed greyer-hearted pair, 

(Whose best boast was, their life had been a lie) 

! lelped for the love they bore all hais. Oli, S80 

Here incredulity begins ! Indeed ? 

Allow then, were no one point strictly true, 


I'here 


's that r the tale might seem like truth at least 


'To the unlucky husband,—jaundicetl patch,—- 
Jealousy maddens people, why not hiiv-^* 885 


Say, ho was maddened, so forgivable ! 


Humanity pleads that though the wife were true, ■ 
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The priest true, and the pair of liars true, 

They might seem false to one man in the world ! 

'^A thousand gnats make up a serpent’s sling, 8(/o 

And many sly soft stinylants to \\rath 

Compose a formidable wrong at last, 

That gets called easily by someone name 

* 

Not applicable to the single ])arts, 

And so dra\vs^(]o\Vn a general revenge, S95 

Jiixcessivc if you take ciime, fault by fauJt. 

Jealousy ! I have known a score of plays, 

Were listened to ahd laugherl at in my time 
A« like the everyday-life on all sides, 

Wherein the husband, mad as a March hare, poo 

Suspected all the world contrived his sliame. 

What did the wife ? The wife kissed both eyes blind, 
PvXplained away ambiguous (drcumslance, 

And while she held him captive by the hand, 

Crowned his head,—you know what’s the mockery,— 
By half her body behind the curtain. That’s 90b 
Nature now ! That the subject of a piece 
I saw Vallombrosa Convent, made 
Expressly to teaWi men what marriage was ! 

But say ^‘Just so did I misapprehend, 910 

** Imagine fehe deceived me to my face I ” 
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And that’s pretence too easily seen through ! ' - 

t 

All those eyes of all husbands in all plays, 

At stare like one expanded peacock-tail, ' =’* 

Are laughed at for pretending to l^e keen 915 

While horn-blind :* but the moment 1 step forth™^ 

Oh, I must needs o’ the f^udden prove a lynx 

* 

And look the heart, that stone-wall, through and through ! 
Such an eye, Clod’s may be,—not yours'nor mine, 

I 

f 

V^es, presently . . what hour is fleeting now? 920 

When yon cut earth away from under uie, 

4 

I shall be left alone with, pushed beneath 

Some such an apparitional dread orb 

As the eye of God, since such an eye there, glares 

r flincy it go filling up the void - 925 

Above my mote-self it devours, or what 

Proves wrath, immensity wreaks on nothingness. ' 

Just how I felt once, couching througli the dark, 

Hard by Vitfiano; young I was, and gay, 

' 1 

And wanting to trap fieldfares : first a spark 9,30 

'Pipped a bent, as a mere dew-globule might 
Any stiff grass-stalk on the meadow,— 

Grew fiercer, flamed out full, and proved the sun. 

What do 1 want with proverbs, precepts here? 
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Away with man ! What shall I say to Ood ? 93S 

This, if I find the tongue and keep the mind— 

Do Thou Avipe out tlie being of me, and smear 
“ This soul from off Tl|y white of things, I blot! 

I am one huge and sheer mistake,—\^dlOse fault ? 

Not mine at least, who did not make myself! ” 940 

Someone declares my wife excused me so ! 

Perhaps she knew»what argument to use. 

• • 

Grind your teeth, Cardinal, Abate, w'rithe! 

What else am 1 to cry out in my rage, 

Unable to repent owe particle 945 

O’ the past? Oh, how 1 Avish some cold wise man 
Would dig beneath the surface which you scrape, 

M 

Deal wTth the depths, pronounce on my desert 
Groundedly! I want simple sober sense, 

That asks, before it finishes with a dog, 950 

Who taught the dog that trick you hang him for? 

You both persist to call that act a crime, 

Sense would call . . yes, I do assure you, Sirs, . .• 

A blunder 1 At the worst, I stood in doubt 
On cross-road, took one path of many paths; 955 

U leads to the re^^thing, wc all sec now, 

But nob’ody at first saw : one primrose 
In bank, one singing-bird in bush, the less, 
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Had warned me from such wayfafe, let'me prove ! 

Put me back to the cross-road, .start afresh ! 960 

Advise me when I take the first false step 1 
Give me my wife ; liow should I my wife, 

JjOvc her or hate "lier ? JVorapt my action now 1 
There she is, there slit* sjands alive and pale, 

Tire thirteen-years'-old child, with milk for blgod, 965 
Pom pill a Comparini, as at first, 

Which first is only four brief years ago ! 

I stand too in the little groLind-fioor room 
O’ the father’s house at Via ViLloria : •'see ! 

Her so-called mother,—one arm round the waist 976 
O’ the child to keep her from the tovs, let fall 
At wonder I can live yet look so grim,— * 

4 

Ushers her in, with de[)rocating wave 

Of the other,—and she fronts me loose at last, 

Held only by the mother’s finger-tip. 975 

Struck dumb, for she was white enough before I 
She eyes me with those frightened balls of black,. 

As heifer—the old simile comes pat— 

Eyes tremblingly die altoi- and the priest. : 

p r 

The amazed look, all one insuppressivf^prayer,— 980 
Might she but be set free as heretofore, 

( 

Have this cup leave her lipj unblistered, bear 
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Any cross any whither anyhom% 

Scs but alone, so but apart from me ! 

Ypu are touched ? So am I, quite otherwise, 9S5 

If't IS with pity. I regent my wrong, 

Being a man : 1 only show man's soul 

Through man's flesh: she secs ghne, it stiihes her thus ! 

Is that attractive ? To a youth ])erhapS'— 

Calf-creature, one*part boy to three-|’»arts girl, 990 

To whom it is a flattering novelty 

'That he, men use to motion from their path, 

Can thus impose, thus terrify in turn 
A chit whose terror shall be changed apace 
To bliss unbearable ^\hon, grace and glow, 995 

Prowess and pride descend the throne and toiicl^ 

Esther in all tliat pretty tremble, cured 

By the dove o’ the sceptre ! But myself am old, 

O’ the wane at least, in all things: what do you say 
To her who frankly thus confirms my doubt ? 1000 

I am past the prime, I scare the woman-world, 


Done-with that way i you like this piece of news ? 

A little saucy rose-bud minx can strike 
Death-dmup intcilhe breast of doughty king 1 

Though’t were French Louis,—soul J understand,— 
.SAying, by gesture of repugnance, just 
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“ Sire, you are regal, puissant and so forth, 

“ But—young you have been, are not, nor will be ! ’’ * 

In vain the mother nods, winks, bustles up 

f 

“ Count, girls incline to mature v^^rth like you ! loto 
“ As for Pompilia, what’s flesh, fish or fowl 
“ To one who apprehends no difference, 

“ And would accept you even were you old 
“ As you-arc , . youngish by her father's side? 

I 

Trim but your beard a little, thin your bush 1015 
“ Of eyebrow; and for presence, portliness 
“ And decent gravity, you beat a boy*' ” 

* 

Deceive you for a second, if you may, 

In presence of the child that so loves age, 

Whose neck writhes, cords itself against your kiss, 1020 
Whose hand you vring stark, rigid with despair! 

Well, I resent this ; I am young in soul, 

Nor old in body, - - thews and sinews here,— 

Though the vile surfiice be not smooth as once,— 

Far beyond that first wheelwork wlucli went wrong 1025 
Through the unteinpered iron ore’t was proof: 

p 

I am the steel man worth ten times the crude,— ’ - '' 

W’'ould woman see what this declines t<5>&ee, .. 

Declines to say “ I see,”—the officious word 
That makes the thing, pricks on tlie soul to slioot 1030 
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New fire into the half-used cinder, llesh ! 

Therefore't is she begins with wronging me, 

Who cannot but begin with hating her. 

Our marriage follows : |Lcre she stands again ! 

Why do I laugh ? Why, in the very gripe i oj5 

O’ the jaws of death’s gigantic s]^ull, do I 

Grin back his grin, make sport of rny own pangs ? 

Why from each clashing of his molars, ground 
To make the devil bread from out my grist- 
Leaps out a spark of tnirlh, a hellish toy? 

'Fake notice we are'lovers in a church, 

W'.iiting tlic sacrament to make us one 
And haijpy I Just as bid, she bears herself, 

Comes and kneels, rises, speaks, is silent,—goes : 

So have 1 brought my horse, by word and blow, 1045 
d’o stand stock-still and front the fire he drcarls. 

How can I other than remember tin's, 

Rh 

Resent the very obedience ? Gain thereby ? 

Yes, T do gain my end and have my will,-— 

Thanks to whom ? When the mother speaks the word, 
She obeys it—even to enduring me 1 jc 

There had been i’^^mpensation in revolt— 

Revolt's to quell: but martyrdom rehearsed, 

Blit'predetermined saintship for the sake 

you iv, I <> 
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O’ the mother ?—“ Go! ” thought I, we meet agaiiri 

^ i 

Pass the next weeks of dumb contented death, 1056 
She lives,—wakes up, instcallcd in house and home, 

Is mine, mine all day-long, all ni^ht-long mine. 

Good folks begin at me with open mouth 
“ Now, at least, reconcile the child to life ! 1060 

i 

“ Study and make Ikt love . . that is, endure 
“ The . . hem! the . . all of you though somewhat 
old, 

“ Till it amount to something, in her eye, 

" As good as love, better a thousand limes,— 

“ Since nature helps the woman in such strait, 106 
Makes passiveness her pleasure : failing which, 

“ \Vhat if you give up boy and girl fools’-play * 

“ And go on to Avisc friend.sliip all at once ? 

“ Those boys and girls kiss themselves cold, you know, 

“ Toy themselves tired and slink aside full soon 1070 
To friendship, as they name satiety : 

“ Thitlier go you and wait their coming !" Thanks,. 
Considerate advisers,—but, fair play ! 

Had you and I but started fair at first, 

We, keeping fair, might reach it, neck ^4^ neck, ’1075 
This blessed goal, whenever fiile so please: 

Hut why am I to miss the daisied mile 
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The -course begins with, why obtain the dust 
Of the end precisely at the starting-point ? 

Why quatT lifels cup blown free of all the beads, io 3 q 
T he bright red froth whlrein our beard should steep 
Before our mouth essay the black o’ the wine ? 

Foolish, the love-fit ? Let me pjjovo it such 
Like you, before like you I puff things clear! 

“ The best’s to ccmie, no rapture but coiuenL 1 10S5 

“ Not the first glory but a sober glow, 

“ Nor a spontaneous outburst in pure boon, 

‘‘ S!q much as gaincfl by patience, care and toil; 

“ Proper appreciation and esteem !” 

Go preach that to your nephews, not to me fo9o 

Who, tired i’ the midway of my life, would stop 
And take my first refreshment in a rose : 

What’s this coarse woolly hip, worn siiiooLh of leat, 

You counsel I go plant in garden-pot, 

Water-with tears, manure with sweat and blood, 1095 
In confidence the seed sliall germinate 
And, for its very best, some far-off day, 

Grow big, and blow me out a dog-rose bell ? 

Why must your ri^^hews begin breathing spice 

O’ the hundrcd-petalled Provence prodigy ? 1 roo 

I 

Nay, m®re and worse,—would such my root bear rose— 
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Prove really flower and favourite, not the kind 

Tlial’s queen, but those three leaves that make one cup 

L 

And hold the hedge-bird’s break fast,-* then indeed 
'J'he prize though poor would paj^tbe care and toil! 1105 
Respect we Nature that makes least as most, 

Marvellous in the minim ! But this bud. 

Bit through and burned black by the tempter’s tooth, 

if 

'I'his bloom whose best grace was the ‘flug outside 

I 

And the wasp inside its bosom,—call you “ rose?” rrio 
Cdaim no immunity from a weed’s fate 
Por the horrible present! Wliat yoii^call my wife 
I call a nullity in female shape, 

\'apid disgust, soon to be pungent jdague, 

When mixed with, made confusion and a curse ^ 1115 

By Uvo abominable nondescripts, 

That father and that mother : think you see 
The dreadful bronze our boast, we Arctines, 

1 'lic Etruscan monster, the three-headed thing, 
Bellerophon’s foe ! How name you the whole beast ? 
You choose to name the body from one head, 1121 
That of the simple kid w'hich droops the eye, 

Hangs the neck and dies tenderly enq^h: 

I rather see the griesly lion belch 

Flame out i’the midst, the serpent writhe her rings, 1125. 

A 




And name the brute, Chimaera, which I slew! 

Ho^ was there ever more to be—(concede 
My wife’s insipid harmliss nullity)— 

Dissociation from that pair of plagues— J130 

That mother with her cunning ajid her cant— 

The eyes with first their twinkle of conceit, 

Then, dropped to’earth in mock-demurencss, —now, 

■ 

The smile self-satisfied from ear to car, 


Now, the prim pursed-up mouth’s protruded lips, 1135 
AVith deferential difck, slow swing of head, 

T'^mpting the sudden fist of man too much,— 

That ONvl-like screw of lid and rock of ruff ■ 

As for the father,—Cardinal, you know, 

■K 

The kind of idot!—such are rife in Rome, j t 40 


But they wear velvet commonly; good fools, 

At the end of life, to furnish forth young folk 
Who grin and bear with imbecility; 

Since the stalled ass, the joker, sheds from jaw 
Corn, in the joke, for those who laugh or starve. 1145 
But what say we to the same solemn beast 
Wagging his ears, ^nd wishful of our pat, 

When turned, with holes in hide and bones laid bare, 

To’ fbrage for himself i’ the waste o’ the world, 
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Sir Dignity i’ the dumps ? Pat him ? We drub 1150 
Self-knowledge, rather, into frowzy pate, 

Teach Pieto to get trappings or go hang I 
Fancy this quondam oracle in vo|ue 
At Via Vittoria, this personified 

Authority when time w'as^—Pantaloon 1155 

Flaunting his tom-fool tawdry just the same 
As if Ash-Wednesday were mid-Carnival ! 

That’s the extreme and unforgiveable 
Of sins, as I account such. Have you stooped 
For your own ends to bestialize yourself 1160 

By flattery of a fellow of this stamp ? 

The ends obtained, or else shown out of reach, 

He goes on, takes the flattery for pure truth,— *' 

You love, and honour me, of course ; what next?’’ 
What, but the trifle of the stabbing, friend?— t 165 
Which taught yo’i how one worshi[^s when the shrine 
Has lost the relic that we bent before. 1’ 

Angry ! And how could I be otherwise ? 

'T is plain : this pair of old pretentious fools 

Meant to fool me : it happens, I fooled them. ,. xi70. 

Why could not these who souglit to bi^ and sell 

Me,—when they found themselves w'ere bought and sold^ 

Make up their mind to the proved rule of right, 
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Be diattel and not chapman any more ? 
Miscalculation has its consequence; 


Blit when the shepherd crooks a sheep-like thing 
And meaning to get wool, dislodges fleece 


And finds the veritable wolf beneath, 


(How that staunch image serves^at eveiy turn !) 
l>oes he, by way of being politic, 

Pluck the first whifikcT grimly visibl ^ ? 

Or rather grow in a trice all gratitude, 

Protest this sort-of-what-one-niight-name sheep 


Beats the old othci*curly-coatcfl kind, 


M5 

.I 
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AivH shall share board and bed, if so it deign, 1185 
With its discoverer, like a royal ram ? 

Ay, thus, willi chattering tcetli and knocking knees, 
Wpuld wisdom treat the adventure ! these, forsooth, 
Tried whisker-plucking, and so found what trap 
The whisker kept perdue, two rows of teeth— 1190 

Sharp, as too late the prying fingers felt. 

What would you have ? The fools trangress, the fools 
Forthwith receive appropriate punishment: 

They, first insult me, I return the blow, 

1 /*' 

There follows noise^ enough: four hubbub months, 1195 
NoWihue, and cry, now whimpering and wail— 

A perfect goose-yatd cackle of complaint 
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Because I do not gild the geese their oats,— 

I have enough of noise, ope wicket wide, 

Sweep out the couple to go whin^ elsewhere, 1200 
Frightened a little, hurt in no respect, 

And am just taking thought to l)reathe again, 

Taste the sweet sudden fiilence all about, 

When, tliere they raise it, the old noise 1 know. 

At Rome i’.the distance ! “What, begun once more ? 

“ Whine on, wad ever, ’1 is the loser’s right!” 1206 

But eh, what sort of voice grows on the wind ? 

Triumph it sounds and no complaint ht all! 

And triumph it is. My boast was premature : 

"rhe creatures, I turned fortli, clapped wing and crew 
Fighting-cock-fashion,—they had filched a pearl tan 
From dung-heap, and might boast Avith cause enoUgh ! 

I was defrauded of all bargained for: 

You know, the Rope knows, not a soul but knows 
My dowry was derision, my gain—muck, 1215 

My wife, (the Church declared my flesh and blood) 

The nameless bastard of a common whore : 

My old name turned henceforth to . . shall f say 
“ He that received the ordure in his face ? ” 

And they who planned this wrong, performed this wrong, 
And then revealed this wrong to the wide worldy - ii 2 X 
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Rounded myself in the ears with my own wrong,— 

Why, these were (note bell’s lucky malice, now!) 

These were just they who, they alone, could act 

And publish and proclaim their infamy, i 22 

Secure that men wouhl in a breath believe 

Com])assionatc and pardon them,- -for why ? 

They plainly were too stupid to invent, 

Too simple to distinguish wrong frcj’u right,— 

Inconscious agents they, the silly-sooth, 1230 

Of heaven’s retributive justice on the strong 

Troud cunning \ioUnt oppressor—mo I 

hollow them to their fate and help your best, 

You Rome, Arezzo, foes called friends of mine, 

'rhey g.fv'c the good long laugh to, at my cost! J235 

Defray your share o' the cost, since you partook 

I’he entertainment! Do !—assured the wltilc, 

That not one stab, I dealt to right and left, 

Hut went the deeper for a fancy—this — 

'fhat each might do me two-fold service, hnd 1240 

A friend’s face at the bottom of each Avoimd, 

And scratch its smirk a liitlc ! 

Paiiciatichi! 

There’s a report at Florence,—is it true ?— 

That when your relative the Cardinal 

vni^. IV. T 9 
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Ikiilt, only the other clay, that barrack-bulk, 
The palace in Via l^arga, someone picked 


From out the street a saucy quip enough 

That fell there from its day’s fliglU through the town, 


About the|0at front and the windows wide 1250 

And bulgeing heap of cornice,—hitched the joke 
Into a sonnet, signed his name thereto, 

And forthwith j^iinned on post the ])lea<santry : 

For which he’s at tlie galleys, rowing now 

Up to his waist in water,—^just because 1255 

Pandatic and lymphatic rhymed so pat! 

T hope, Sir, those who passed this joke on me 


Were not unduly punished ? Wliat say you, 


rrince of the Church, my patron ? N jy, indeed, 

1 shall not dare insult your wits so much 12O0 

As think this problem difficult to solve ! 


This Pietro and Violante then, T say, 

These two ambiguous insects, changing name 
And nature with the season’s warmth or chill,— 

Now, grovelled, grubbing toiling moiling ants, 1265 
A very synonym of thrift and peace,— 

Anon, with lusty June to prick their heart, 

Soared i' the air, winged flies for more offence, 

Circled me, buzzed me deaf and stung me blind, 
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And stunk me dead with fetor in the face 1270' 

Until I stopped the nuisance : there *s my crime ! 

Pity 1 did not suffer the|[i subside 

Into some further shape and final form 

Of execrable life ? My niasters, no ! » 

}, by one blow, wisely cut short^it once 12; 5 

Them and their transformations of disgust, 

In the snug little Yilla out of hand. 

“ Grant me confession, give bare time for that! ”— 
Shouted the sinner till his mouth was stopped. 

His life confessed !---that was enough for me, j;^8o 
Who came to see lliat he did penance. 'S death ! 

Here’s a coil raised, a pother and for wliat ? 

Because strength, being provoked by weakness, fought 
And conquered,—the world never heard the like ! 

Pah, how I spend my breath on them, as if 1285 

T was their fate troubled me, too hard to range 
.Among the right and lit and proper things ! 

Ay, but I’ompilia,— I await your word,— 

She, imimpcached of crime, unimplicate 
In folly, one of ali<?n blood to the.se 
i punish, why extend my claim, exact 

Her portion of the penalty ? Yes, friends, 

• # 
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1 go too fast: the orator’s at fault: 

Yes, ere I lay her, with your leave, by them 

As she was laid at San T.oren/o l^le, 1295 

I ought to step back, lead you by degrees, 

Recounting at each step some fresh olTence, 

Up to the red bed,—nevjr fear, I will ! 

(laze at her, w’hcre 1 place her, to begin, 

Confound me with her gentleness and worth ! 1300 

» 

'rhe horrible pair have fled and left her now, 

She has her husband for her sole conrxrn : 

His wife, the woman fashioned for his*help, 

Flesh of his flesh, bone of his bone, the bride 
To groom as is the Church and Spouse, to Clnist; 1305 
There she stands in his presence : Thy desire * 

“ Shall be to the husband, o’ei thee shall he rule ! ” 

—Pompilia, who dechn*o that you love Cod, 

“ You know who said that: then, desire my love, 

“ Yield me contentment and be ruled aright! ” 1310 

She sits up, she lies down, she comes and goes. 

Kneels at the couch-side, overlcans the sill 
O’ the window, cold and pale and mute as stone, 

Strong as stone also. “ Well, are they not fled ? 

Am I not left, am I not one for all ? 

“ Speak a word, drop a tear, detach a glance, 
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“ Bless me or curse me of your own accord ! 

“ Is it the ceiling only wants your soul, 

“ Is worth your eyes ? ” | And then the eyes descend, 
And do look at me. Js it at tlie meal ? [320 

“ Speak ! ” she obeys, Be silent! ” she obeys, 

Counting the minutes till J cry “ Depart,” 

As brood-bird when you saunter past lier eggs. 

Departed, just the*samc through door and wall 
I see the same stone strength of wliile despair. 1325 

9 

And all this will be never otherwise ! 

Before, the parents*presence lent Ium* life : 

She could play off her sex's armoury, 

Intreat, reproach, be female to my male, 

Try all the shrieking doubles of the hare, 1330 

(jO clamour to the Commissary, bid 
The Archbishop hold my hands and slop my longue. 
And yield fair sport so: but the tactics change, 

The hare stands stock-still to enrage the hound! 

Since that day when she learned she was no child 1335 
Of those she thought her ])arcnts,—that their trick 
Had tricked me whom she thought sole trickster lale,- - 

Why, I suppose she said within herself 

'* 

Then, no more struggle for my parents’ sake ! 

And, for my own sake, why needs struggle be ? ” 1340 
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But is there no third p)ai'ty to the pact ? 

What of her husband’s relish or dislike 
For this new game of giving up game, 

This worst offence of not offending more ? 

I ’ll not believe but instinct wrought in this, 1345 

Set her on to conceive and execute 

* 

The preferable plague : how sure they probe,— 

These jades, the sensitivest soft of inaif ! 

€ 

The long black hair was wound now in a wis]), 

Crowned sorrow better than the wild web Lite : 1350 

No more soiled dress, ’tis trimness trilnni>hs now, 

For how should malice go with negligence ? 

The frayed silk looked the fresher for her spite! 

There was an end to springing out of bed, 

Praying me, with face buried on my feet, 1355 

Be hindered of my pastime,—so an end 
To my rejoinder, “^Vhat, on the ground at last? 

“ Vanquished in light, a supplicant for life? 

“ Wiiat if I raise you ? ’Ware the casting down 
“ Wlien next you fight me ! ” Then, she lay there, mine : 
Now, mine she is if I please wring her neck,— 1361 

A moment of disquiet, working eyes,^ 

Protruding tongue, a long sigh, then no more,— 

As if one killed the horse one could not ride ! 
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Had I enjoined “ Cut off the hair !”—why, snap 1365 
The scissors, and at once a yard or so 
ITad fluttered in black <|prpents to the floor; 

But till I did enjoin it, how she combs, 

Uncurls and draws out to the complete lengtii, 

Plaits, places the insulting rope^on head 1370 

To be an eyesore past dishevelment! 

Is all done? Than sit still again and stare ! 

ft 

I advise—no one think to bear that look 
Of steady wrong, endured as steadily, 

—Through what sifstainment of deluding hope? 1375 
Who is the friend i’ the background that notes all ? 

Who may come presently and close accounts? 

This seCf possession to the uttermost. 

How does it differ in aught, save degree, 

From the terrible patience of God ? 1380 

“ All which just means, 

She did not love you ! ” Again the word is launched 
And the fact fronts me ! What, you tr)' the wards 
With the true key and the dead lock flies ope ? 

No, it sticks fast and leaves you fumbling still! 1385 

You have some fifty servants. Cardinal,— 

* 

Which of them loves you ? AVMiich subordinate 
But makes parade of such offleiousnes-s 
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That,—if there's no love prompts it,—love, the sham, 
Does twice the service done by love, the true. 1390 
Cod bless us liars, where's one ^ouch of truth 
In what wc tell the world, or world tells us, 

Of how we love each other ? All the same, 

Wc calculate on word and deed, nor err,— 

Bid such a man do such a loving act, 1395 

Sure of effect and negligent of cause, ^ 

Just as we bid a horse, with cluck of tongue, 

Stretch his legs arch-wise, crouch his saddled back 
To foot-reach of the stirrui)--Lill for love, 

And some for memory of the smart of switch 1400 

On the inside of the foreleg—what care we? 

Yet where’s the bond obliges horse to man 
Like that which binds fast wife to husband ? Cod 
Laid down the law : ga.ve man the brawny arm 
And ball of fist—woman the beardless cheek ^405 

And proper place to suffer in the side : 

Since it is he can stiike, let her obey! 

Can she feel no love ? l^et her show the more, 

Sham the worse, damn herself jnaiseworthily ! 

Who’s that soprano, Rome went mad about 
Last week while I lay rotting in my straw ? 

The very jailor gossiped in his praise— 


1410 


GUtDC^ 


^53 

How,—dressed up like Armida, though a man ; 

And painted to look pretty, though a fright,— 

He still made love so tl-fet the ladies swooned, r415 
Tleing an eunuch. “ Ah, RinaUlo mine ! 

‘‘ But to breathe by thee while Jove slays us both ! ” 

All the poor bloodless creature jiever felt, 

Sij doj re^ mi^fa^ sejueak and squall—for what? 

Two gold zecchines the evening. Here’s my slave. 

Whose body and soul depend upon my nod, r..j2i 

* 

Can’t falter out the first note in the scale 
For her life ! Why blame me if 1 take the life ? 

All women cannot give men love, forsooth ! 

No, nor all pullets lay the henwife eggs— 1425 

Whereat she bids them remedy the fault, 

Brood on a chalk-ball: soon the nest is stocked— 
Otherwise, to the plucking and the spit! 

This wife of mine was of another mood— 

Would not begin the lie that ends with truth, 1430 

Nor feign the love that brings real love about: 

Wherefore I judged, sentenced and punished her. 

But why pai'ticiilarize, defend the deed ? 

Say that I hated her for no one cause 

‘ * 

Beyond my pleasure so to do,—what then ? r435 

Jiist on as much incitement acts the world, 
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All of you! Look and like! You favour one, 

Brow-beat another, leave alone a third,— 

Why should you master natural ^taprice ? 

Pure nature 1 Try : plant elm by ash in file j 1440 
Both unexceptionable trees enough, 

They ought to overlean each other, pair 

At top, ami arch across the avenue 

The whole path to the pleasauncc : do they so— 

I 

Or loathe, lie off abhorent each from each ? t445 

Lay the fault elsewhere : since we must have faults, 

Mine shall have been,—seeing there's ill in the end 
Come of my course,—that 1 fare somehow worse 
For the way 1 took,—my fault .... as God’s my judge, 
1 see not where my fault lies, that’s the truth ! ' 1450 

1 ought . . oh, ought in niy own Interest 
Have let the whole adventure go untried, 

This chance by marriage, --or else, trying it, 

Ought to have turned it to account, some one 

O’ the hundred otherwises? Ay, my friend, 1455 

Easy to say, easy to do : step right 

Now' you Ve stepped left, and stumbled on tlie thing, 

—The red thing ! Doubt 1 any more than you 
That practice makes man iierfect ? Give again 
']’hc chance,—same marriage and no other wife, ,1460 
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Be sure I ’ll edify you 1 That’s because 
T’m practised, grown fit guide for Guido’s self. 

You proffered guidance,-l-I know, none so vvell,—- 
You laid down law and rolled decorum out, 

From pulpit-corner on the gospel-side,— 1465 

Wanted to make your great experience mine, 

Save me the personal search and pains so: thanks ' 

Take your word om life’s use ? When I take his— 

'I'he muzzled ox that treadeth out the corn, 

Gone blind in ])adding round and round one path,— 

As to the taste of gi'een grass in the field ! 1471 

What d(; you know o’ the world that’s trodden Hat 
And sailed sterile with your daily dung, 

T.eavenerl into a lump of loathsomeness ? 

'fake your opinion of the modes of life, 1475 

The aims of life, life’s triumph or defeat. 

How to feel, iiow to scheme and how to do 

Or else leave undone ? You preached long and loud 

On high-days, “ Take our doctrine upon trust! 

“ Into the mill-house with you ! Grind our corn, 1480 
“ Relish our chaff, and let the green grass grow ! ” 

1 tried chaff, found I famished on such fare, 

So made this mad rush at the mill-house-door, 

Buried my head up to the ears in dew, 
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Browzed on the best: for which you brain me, Sirs ! 3485 
Be it so. I conceived of life that way, 

And still declare—life, without absolute use 
Of the actual sweet therein, is death, not life. 

Give me,—pay down,—not promise, which is air,— 
Something that’s out of life and better still, 1490 

Make sure reward, make certain punishment, 

Kntice me, scare me,—I 11 forego this* life ; 

I 

Otherwise, no !—the less that words, mere wind, 

Would cheat me of some minutes while they plague. 

The fulness of revenge here,—blame*yourselves 149=; 

Tor this eruption of the pent-up soul 

You prisoned first and played with afterw'ard ! 

“ Deny myself” meant simply pleasure you, 

11 le sacred and superior, f-ave the mark ! 

You,—whose stupidit}' and insolence 1500 

r must defer to, soothe at every turn,— 

Whose swine-like snuflling greed and grunting lust 
I had to wunk at or help gratify,— 

While the same passions,—dared they perk in me, 

Me, the immeasurably marked, by God, 1505 

Master of the whole world of such as you,— 

I, boast such passions ? 'T was Suppress them straight! 
Or stay, w^e 11 pick and choose before destroy. 
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“ Here’s wrath in you, a serviceable sword,— 

“ Beat it into a ploughshare ! What’s this long 1510 
“ I^ancedike ambition?I Forge a pruning-hook, 

t ^ 

May be of service when our vines grow tall! 

But—sword used swordwise, spear tlirust out as spear? 
“ Anathema ! Suppression is the word ! ” 

My nature, when the outrage was too gross, 1515 

Widened itself an outlet over-wide 

By way of answer, sought its own relief 

■ 

With more of fire and brimstone than you wishad. 

All your own doing: preachers, blame yourselves! 

’Tis 1 preach while the hour-glass runs and runs ! 1520 

God kc^p me patient 1 All I say just means— 

My wife proved, whether by her fault or mine,— 

That’s immaterial,—a true stumbling-block 
r the way of me her husband. I but plied 
The hatchet yourselves use to clear a path, 1525 

Was politic, played the game you warrant wins, 

Plucked at law’s robe a-rustle through the courts, 

Bowed down to kiss divinity’s buckled shoe 
Cushioned i’ the church : efforts all wide the aim ! 
Procedures to no purpose 1 Tlien flashed truth ! 

The letter kills, the spirit keeps alive 

* « 


1530 
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In law and gospel: there be nods and winks 

Instruct a wise man to assist himself 

In certain matters, nor seek aid zA all. 

“ Ask money of me,”—quoth the clownish saw,— 1535 

“ And take my purse ! But,—speaking with respect,— 

“ Need you a solace for the troubled nose ? 

“ l..et everybody wipe his owui himself! ” 

Sirs, tell me free and fair! Had things gone w^ll 

At the wayside inn : had I surprised asleep 1540 

The runaways, as was so probable, 

And pinned them each to otlier partridge-wise. 

Through back and l)reast to breast and back, then bade 

Bystanders witness if the spit, my sword, 

‘ Were loaded with unlawful game for once— * 1545 

\Vould you have interposed 10 damp the glo\v 

Applauding me on every husband’s cheek ? 

Would you have checked the <Ty ‘‘ A judgment, see! 

“ A warning, note ! Be henceforth chaste, yc wives, 

“ Nor stray beyond your proper precinct, priests !” 1550 

Jf you had, then your house against itself 

Divides, nor stands your kingdom any more. 

On, why, why was it not ordained Just so? 

t 

Why fell not things out so nor otherwise ? 

Ask that particular devil whose task it is 1555 
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To trip the alt-but-at perfec^on,—slur 

1'he line o’ the painter just where paint leaves ofl' 

And life begins,—puts il-.c into the ode 

* 

O’ the poet while he cries Next stanza—fire ! ” 
Inscribes all human effort with one word, 1560 

Artistry’s haunting curse, the Jjncomplete ! 

Being incomplete, the act escajjcd success. 

ft 

Easy to blame now ! Every fool can swear 
'I’o hole in net that lield and slipjied the fish. 

But, treat my act with fair unjaundiced eye, ^5^5 

What was there wiftiting to a masterpiece 
ICxcept the luck that lies beyond a man? 

My way with the woman, now proved grossly wrong, 

Just missed of being gravely grandly right 

And making critics laugh 011 the other side. ^ 57 ° 

Do, for the poor obstructed artist’s sake, 

(jo with him over that spoiled work once more! 

Take only its first flower, the ended act 
Now in the dusty pod, dry and defunct! 

I marclvto the Villa, and my men with me, 1575 

d'hat evening, and we reach the door and stand. 

1 say . . no, it shoots through me lightning-like 
Wliile I pause, breathe, rny hand upon the latch, 

f 

“ Let me forebode ! Thus far, too much success : 
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“ I want the natural failure-find it where i* 1580 

** ' 

“ Which thread will have to break and leave a loop 
“ 1’ the meshy combination, m}'*l)rain’s loom 
“ Wove this long while, and now next minute tests ? 

Of three that are to catch, two should go free, 

“ One must: all three surprised,—impossible ! 1585 

“ lleside, I seek three and may chance on six,— 

“ 'fhis neighbour, t’ other gossip,--the babe's birth 
“ brings such to fireside, and folks give them wine,--- 
“ 'T is late : but wlien I break in \)rcsenlly 
One will be found outlingering the 7 cst 1590 

“ For promise of a posset,—one whose shout 
Would raise the dead down in the catacombs, 

“ Much more the city-watch that goes its rouiid.* 

“ When did I ever turn adroitly up 
“ To sun some brick cmbedtled in the soil, 1595 

And with one blow crush all three scorpions there ? 

“ Or Pietro or Violante shambles off— 

“ It cannot be but I surprise my wife— 

“ If only she is stopped and stamped on, good h 
“ That shall suffice : more is improbable. 1600 

Now I may knock !" And this once for my sake 
The impossible was effected : I called king, 

Queen and knave in a sequence, and cards came. 
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All three, Ihrt^only ! So, t had my way, 

Did my deed: so, imbrokenly lay bare* 1605 

Eacli tflcnia that had suc!:ed me dry of juice, 

At last outside me, not an inch of ring 

Left now to writhe about and root itself 

r the heart all powerless for revenge ! Henceforth 

J might thrive : these were drawn and dead and damned. 

Oh Cardinal, Ore deep long sigh you heave 1611 

’When the load’s off you, ringing as it runs 

All the way down the serpcnl-stair to hell! 

No doubt the fine delirium flustered me, 1*' 

Turned my brain with the influx of success f6i5 

As if the sole need now were to wave wand 
And find doors fly wide,—wish and have ray will,— 

The rest o’ the scheme would c.arc for itself: escape ? 

Easy enough were tliat, and poor beside ! 

Tt all but proved so,—ought to quite have proved, 1620 
Since, half the chances had sufficed, set free 
Anyone, with his senses at command. 

From thrice the danger of my flight. But, drunk, 
Redundantly triumphant,—^some reverse 
, Was sure to follow! There’s no other way 162^% 

Accounts for such prompt perfect failure then 
And there on the instant. ^Any day o’ the week, 

vor^ IV, 
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A ducat slid discreetly into palm 

•it 

O’ the mute post-master, while you whisper him— 

How you the Count and certain'lOur your knaves, 1O30 
Have just been mauling who was malapert. 

Suspect tlie kindred may prove troublesome, 

Thefefore, want horses in a hurry,—that 

And nothing more secures you any day 

The pick 0’the stable ! Yet 1 try theitrick, 1635 

Double the bribe, call myself Duke for Count, 

And say the dead man only w'as a J ew, 

And for my pains find I am dealing just 
With the one scrupulous fellow in all Rome— 

Just this immaculate official stares, 1640 

-Secs I want hat on head and sword in sheatli, 

Am splashed with other sort of wet than wine. 

Shrugs shoulder, puts my hand by, gold and all, 

Stands on the strictness of the rule o’ the road 1 


Where’s the I'emiission ? ” Where’s the wretched rag 
VVith the due seal and sign of Rome’s Police, 1646 
To be had for asking, half-an-hour ago ? 

Gone ? Get another, or no horses hence ! ” 


t'*te dares not stop me, we five glare too grim, 

r 

But hinders,—hacks and hamstrings sure enough, 1650 
Gives me some twenty miles of miry road 
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More to marcSf in the middle of that nis^ht 
AVhereof the rough beginning taxed the strength 
O’ the youngsters, niuclS more mine, such as you sec, 
Who hatl to think as well as act: dead-beat, 1655 

We gave in ere reached the boundary 
And safe spot out of this irrati(jnal Rome,— 

Where, on dismounting from our steeds next day, 

We liacl snai)j)ed ^iir fingers at you, safe and sound, 
'fiiscans once more in blessed Tuscany, 1660 

Where the laws make allowance, understand 
Civilized life and Wo its champions right! 

Witness the sentence of the Rota there, 

Arezzo uttered, the GrancUike confirmed, 

One week before I acted on its hint,— 1665 

Giving friend Guillichini, for his love, 

I'he galleys, and my wife your saint, Rome’s saint,— 
Rome manufactures saints enough to know,— 

Seclusion at the Stinche for her life. 

All this, that all but was, miglu all have been, 1670 
Yet was not! baulked by just a scrupulous knave 
Whose palm was horn through handling horses’ hoofs 
And could not close upon my proffered gold! 

What say you to the spite of fortune ? Well, 

The worst’s in store: thus hindered, haled this way 1675 
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To Rome again by hangdogs, whom fincl'^* 

Here, still to fight with, but my pale frail wife ? 

—Riddled with wounds by one Aot like to waste 

4l< 

The blows he dealt,—knowing anatomy,— 

(1 think 1 told you) one to pick and choose 1680 

The vital parts ! ’T was learning all in vain ! 

She too must shimmer through the gloom o’ the grave, 
Come and confront me—not at judgment-seat 

ft' 

Where I could twist her soul, as erst her flesh, 

* 

And turn her truth into a lie,—but there, 168 

O’ the death-bed, with God’s hand between us both, 
Striking me dumb, and helping her to speak, 

'rell her own story her own way, and turn 
■My plausibility to nothingness! ^ 

Four whole days did Pompilia keep alive, 1690 

With the best surgery of Rome agape 
At the miracle,—this cut, the other slash, 

And yet the life refusing to dislodge, 

Four whole extravagant impossible days. 

Till she had time to finish and persuade 1695 

Every man, every woman, every child 

Rome, of what she would; the selfsame she 
Who, but a year ago, had wrung her fiands, 

Reddened her eyes and beat her breasts, rehearse,^ 


Ul 
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The whole gaiL)e at Arezzo, ho? availed 1700 

Thereby to move one heart or raise or>e hand ! 

When destiny intends y 5 u cards like these, 

* 

What good of skill and pre-concerted play ? 

Had she been found dead, as I left her dead, 

I should have told a tale brooked no reply : 1705 

You scarcely will suppose me found at fault 

With that atlvantage ! “ What Inings me to Rome ? ‘ 

“ Necessity to claim and take my wife : 

t 

“ Better, to claim and take my new-born babe,— 

“ Strong ill paternity a fortnight old, 17x0 

When't is at strongest: warily I work, 

“ Knowing the machinations of my foe; 

“ I hav8 companionship and use the night: 

“ 1 seek my wife and child,—I find—no child 
“ But wife, in the embraces of that priest 1715 

“ Who caused her to elope from me- These two, 

‘‘ Backed by the pander-pair who watch the while, 

Spring on me like so many tiger-cats, 

“ Glad of the-chance to end the intruder. I— 

What should I do but stand on my defence, 1720 
Strike right, strike left, strike tliick and threefold, sla/.^ 

I ^ 

** Not all—because the coward priest escapes. 

Lastfel escape, in fear of evil tongues, 
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“ And having had my of koman fa^” “ 

** •'* 'V 

What's dispi^jjable, refijtable here?— ^ 1733 

Save by just this one ghost-thing half on earth, 

« • 

Half out of it,—as if she held God’s hand 
While she leant back and looked her last at me, 
Fotgiving me (here monks begin to weep) 

Oh, from her very soul, commending mine 1730 

To heavenly mercies which are infinite,— ^ 

While fixing fiist my head beneath your knife ! 

’T is fate not fortune ! All is of a piece ! 

'•f 

When was it chance informed me of hiy youths ? 

My rustic four o’ the family, soft swains, 1735 

What sweet surprise had they in store for me, 

■Those of my very household,—what did Law 
Twist with her rack-and-cord-contrivance late 
From out their bones and marrow ? What bvU this— 


Had no one of these several stumbling-blocks 1740 
Stopped me, they yet were cherishing a scheme, 

All of their honest country homespun wit, 

To quietly next day at crow of cock, 

Cut my own throat too, for their own behoof, 

<^eeing I had forgot to clear accounts 1745 

* 

O’ the instant, nowise slackened speed for that,— 

And somehow never might find memory, 
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Oiicc safe bae,^. ift Arezzb, wheie things change, 

And a court-lord needs mind no country Iq^ut. 

Well, being the arch-oifehdcr, I die last,-^ 1750 

May, ere my head falls, have my eyesight free, 

Kor mis^ them dangling high on either hand, 

Like scarecrows in a hemp-field^ for their pains ! 

f 

And then my Trial,—’t is my Trial that bites 

Like a corrosive, so the cards are packed, 1755 

Dice loaded, and my life-stake tricked aiiiray ! 

»• 

Look at my lawyeni, lacked they grace of law, 

Latin or logic ? Were not they fools to the height, 

Fools to the depth, fools to the level between, 

O’ the foolishness set to decide the case ? 1760 

They feign, they flatter ; nowise does it skill, 

r 

Everything goes against me : deal each judge 
His dole of flattery and feigning,—why. 

He turns and tries and snuffs and savours it, 

As some old fly the sugar-gniin, your gift; ' 176^5 

Then eyes your thumb and finger, brushes clean 
The absurd old head of him, and whisks aw^ay, 

Leaving your thumb and finger dirty. Faugh ! 

And,finaUyi after this long-drawn range 

• * f'" 
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Of affront, failure, failure, and affront,— 

This patli, ’twixt crosses leading to a skull, 

Paced by me barefoot, bloodied ty my palms 
From the entry to the end,—there light at length,. 
A cranny of escape: appeal may be 
To the old man, to the faj:her, to the Pope, 

For a little life—from one whose life is spent, 

A little pity—from pity’s source and scat, 

A little indulgence to rank, privilege, 

From one wlio i#the thing personified, 

Rank, privilege, indulgence, grown beyond 
Earth’s bearing, even, ask Jansenius else ! 

Still the same answer, still no other tune 
From the cicala perched at the tree-top * 

Than crickets noisy round the root,--r’t is “ Die ! ” 
Bids Law—“ Be damned ! ” adds Gospel,—nay, 

No word so frank,—’t is rather, “ Save yourself! ” 
The Pope subjoins—“ Confess and be absolved I 

a 

^ So shall my Credit countervail your shame, 

“ And the world see I have not lost the knack 
“ Of trying all the spirits : yours, my son, 

#i^Vants but a fiery washing to emerge 

“ In clarity 1 Come, cleanse you, else the achc' 

1 

** Of these old bones, refresh our bowels, boy! 
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Do I mistakr'jrour mission "from the Pope? 

Then, bear his Holiness the mind of me 1 1795 

1 do get strength from icing thrust to wall, 

Succ.esaively wrenched from pillar and from post 
By this tenacious hate of fortune, hate 
Of all things in, under, and above earth. 

Warfare, begun this mean unmanly mode, 1800 

Does best to encl»so,—gives earth spectacle 
Of a brave fighter wlio succumbs to odds 
That turn defeat to victory. Stab, 1 foid 
My mantle round cnc ! Rome approves my act: 
Applauds tlie blow which costs me life but keeps 1805 
My honour spotless : Rome would praise no more 
Had 1 fallen, say, some fifteen years ago, 

Helping Vienna when our Aretines 

Flocked to Duke Charles and fought Turk Mustafa; 

Nor would you two be trembling o’er my corpse 1810 
With all this excpiisite solicitude. 

Why is it that I mak^ such suit to live ? • 

The popular sympathy that’s round me now 
Would break like bubble that o’er-domes a fly— 

Pretty enough while he lies quiet there, 

But let him want tlie air and ply the wing, 


WfeVjitbreaks and bespatters him, what else? 
vql; tv. 


22 



170 


THE RING AND THE BOO' 

_ C 

c 

Cardinal, if the Pope had pardoned me, 

And I walked out of prison through the crowd, 

It would not be your arm I shoiifd dare press I TS20 
Then, if I got safe to my place again, 

How sad and sapless were the years to come! 

I go my old ways and find things grown grey; 

You priests leer at me, old friends look askance ; 

The mob’s in love, I '11 wager, to a man, ^ 1825 

With my poor young good beauteous murdered wife : 

For hearts require instniction how to beat, 

And eyes, on warrant of the story, wa^ 

Wanton at portraiture in white and black 

Of dead Pompilia gracing ballad-sheet, 1830 

C 

Which eyes, lived she unmurdered and unsung. 

Would never turn though she paced street as bare 
As the mad penitent ladies do in France. 

My brothers quietly would edge me out 
Of use and management of things called mine ; 1835 

Do I commaiuf ? “ You stretched command before ! ” 
Show anger ? “ Anger little helped you once ! *' 

Advise ? “ How managed you affairs of old ? ” 

Jidy very mother, all the while they gird, 

Turns eye up, gives confinnatory groan ; 

For unsuccess, explain it how you will, 


1840 
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Disqualifies j{Ou, makes you doubt yoiiiself, 

—Much more, is found decisive by your friends. 

Beside, am I not fifty y^ars of age ? 

‘What new leap would a life take, checked like mine 1845 

I* the spring at outset ? Where’s my second chance ? 

Ay, but the babe . . I had forgot my son, 

My heir! Now for a burst of gratitude ! 

There's some appropriate service to intone, 

Some gaudeamns and tlianksgiving-psalm ! 1S50 

OlB, I renew my youth in him, and poor 

Possess a treasure^—is not that the phrase? 

Only 1 must wait patient twenty years — 

Nourishing all the while, as father ought, 

The e:^rescence with my daily blood of life. 1855 

Does it respond to hope, such sacrifice,— 

Orows the w'en plump while I myself grow lean ? 

Why, here's my son and heir in evidence, 

Who stronger, wiser, handsomer than I 

By fifty years, relieves me of each load,—♦ t 860 

Tames my hot horse, carries my heavy gun, 

Courts my coy mistress,—has his apt advice 

On house-economy, expenditure, , 

And what not ? All which good gifts and great growth 

Because of my decline, he brings to bear J8O5 
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(^n Guido, but lialf apprehensive how t. 

He cumbers earthy crosses the brisk young Count 

. # 

Who civilly would thrust him from the scene. 
Contrariwise, does the blood-oftering fail ? 

'rhere ’s an ineptitude, one blank the more 
Added to earth in semblance of my child ? 

Then, this has been a costly piece of work, 

My life exchanged for his !—why he, not 1,^ 
Knjoy the world, if no more gmee accrue ? 

J^vvarf me, what giant have you made of him ? 

1 do not dread the disobedient son— • 

1 know how to suppress rebellion there, 

P>eing not quite the fool my father was. 

.liiit grant the medium measure of a man, 

"['he usual compromise hw'ixt fool and sage, 

—You know—the tolcrably-obstinate, 
d'hc not-so-much-peiverse but you may train, 

The true son-servant that, when parent bids 
“ Go work, sort, in my vineyard !” makes reply 
“ I go, Sir !”—Why, what profit in your son 
[leyond the drudges you might subsidize, 

^laye the same work from, at a paul the head ? 
Look at those four young precious olive-plants 
Reared at Vittiano,—^not on flesh and blood, 
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These twentjtyears, but black bread and sour wine! 1890 
I bade them put forth tender branch, and hook 
And h^rt three enemies 1 had in Rome : 

They did my hest as unreluctanLly, 

At promise of a dollar, as a son 

Adjured by mumping memories of the past! 1895 

No, nothing repays youth expended so— 

Youth, I say^wluf am young still : givr' but leave 
To live my life out, to the last I’d live 
And die conceding age no right of youth ! 

It is the will runs the renewing nerve 1900 

Through flaccid flesh that faints before the time, 
'therefore no sort of use for son have I— 

Sick, nfct of life’s feast but of steps to climb 
To the house where life prejjares her feast,—of means 
To the end : for make the end attainable 1905 

Without the means,—my relish were like yours. 

A man may have an appetite enough 
P'or a wfliole dish of robins ready cooked, 

f 

And yet lack courage to face sleet, pad snow', 

And snare sufficiently for .supper. 1910 


Thus' 

The time's arrived when, ancient Roman-hke, 
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I am bound to fall on my own sword,—wh|;, not 
Say—^Tuscan-like,, more ancient, better still ? 

Will you hear truth can do no hlrm nor good? igii5 
I think I never was at any time 
A Christian, as you nickname all the world, 

Me among others : truce to nonsensq, now ! 

Name me, a {Drimitive religionist— 

As should the aboriginavy he • 1920 

[ boast myself, Etruscan, Aretine, 

One sprung,—your frigid Virgil’s fieriest word,— 

From fauns and nymphs, tnmks and the heart of oak, 
With,—for a visible divinity,— 

The portent of a Jove yi’^giochus • 1925 

. Descried 'mid clouds, lightning and thunder, cou€licd 
On topmost crag of your Ca])itoline— 

’ 1 ' is in the Seventh ^Cneid,—what, tlie Eighth ? 

Right,—thanks, Abate,—though the Christian’s dumb, 
The Latinist's vivacious in you yet! 1930 

I know my grandsire had our tapestiy 
Marked with the motto, ’neath*' a certain shield, 

His grandson presently will give some gules 
To vary azure. First we fight for faiths, 

But get to shake hands at the last of all: 

Mine’s your faith too,—in Jove ^Egiochus ! 


1935 
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Nor do Greeks gods, that serve as supplement, 

Jar with the simpler scheme, if understjood. 

Wi ^vant such intermediary race 

To make communication possible ; 1940 

The real thing were too lofty, we too low, 

-Midway hang these^i we feel their use so plain 
In lilking height to dei)th, that we doff hat 
And put no <juesti!Dn nor pry narrowly 

I 

Into the nature hid behind the names. 1945 

We grudge no rite tlie fancy may demand ; 

But never, more th?tn needs, invent, refine, 
iTTiprove upon requirement, idly wise 
Beyond the letter, teaching gods their trade, 

Which ft to teach us : we ’ll obey when taught. 1950 
Why should we do our duty past the due ? 

When the sky darkens, Jove is wroth,—say prayer ! 

When the sun shines and Jove is glad,—sing psalm! 

But wherefore pass prescription and devise 
Blood-offering for sweat-service, lend the rod 1955 

t 

A pungency through pickle of our own } 

Learned Abate,—no one teaches you 
What Venus means and who’s Apollo here ! 

I spare you, Cardinal,—^but, though you wince, 

You know me, I know you, and both know that! i960 
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So, if Apollo bids us fast, we fast: 

But where does Venus order we stop sense 

% 

When Master Pietro rhymes a pleasantry ? 

e, 

(jive alms prescribed on Friday,—but, hold hand 
Because your foe lies prostrate,—where’s the word 1965 
Explicit in the book debars revenge?^ 

• ii •* 

The rationale of your scheme is just ♦ 

p * 

“ Pay toll here, there pursue your pleasure free ! ” 

So do you turn to use the medium-powers, 

Mars and Minerva, Bacchus and the rest, 

And so are saved propitiating—whom- ? 

What all-good, all-wise and all-potent Jove 

Vexed by the very sins in man, himself 

Made life’s necessity when man be made? ' 

Irrational bunglers ! So, the living truth 1975 

Revealed to strike Pan dead, ducks low at last. 

Prays leave to hold its own and live good days 
Provided it go masque grotesquely, called 
Christian not Pagan. Oh, you purged the sky 
Of all gods save the One, the great and good, 1980 
Clapped hands and triumphed! But the change came 
fast: 

The inexorable need in man for life— 

(Life, you may mulct and minish to a grain 
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Out of the Igmp, so the gram le^ut live) 

Laughed at your substituting de^ fos life, 1985 

^And bade you do your worst: which worst was done^ 

In just that age styled primitive and pure 
,'^en Saint this, Saint that, diitifiiUy starved, 

fovftht with^beasts, was beaten and abused 

if , • 

An^ finally ridded of his flesh by fire, 1^90 

He kept life-long-unspotted from the world!— 

Next age, how goes the game, what mortal gives 
His life and emulates Saint that, Saint this? 

Men mutter, make* excuse, or mutiny, 

Tn fine are minded all to leave the new, 1905 

Stick to the old,—enjoy old liberty, 

No prejudice in enjoyment, if you pleise, 

To the new profession : sin o' the sly, henceforth J 
The law stands though the letter kills: what then ? 

The spirit saves as unmistakeably. 2000 

Omniscience sees, Omnipotence could stop, 
Omnibenevolence pardons : it must be, 

J’town law its fiercest, there’s a wink somewhere * 

Such was the logic in this head of mine . 

I, like the rest* wrote ‘‘ poison ” on my bread, 2005 
But broke and ate :*-5aid “ those that use the sword 

IV. 2.^ 
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“ bhall perish by the &ai 5 f>e; ihen stabbed piy foe. 

IK 

1 btand on solid earth, Bbt empty air • 

Dislodge me, let your ]^ope’s crook hale me hence ’ 

Not he, nor you • And I so pity both, 20 iq 

I ’ll make the true chaige )ou ’want \Mt to make 
‘ Count Guido, who reveal our myster}, # 

‘‘ And tract all l.^sucs to the lovo of life 
‘ V\ e having life to love and guard, like you, 

“ Why did you put us upon self-defence ? 2015 

You well knew what prompt pass-word would appease 
“ The senti) s iie when folk infnngt h bounds, 

‘ And yet kept mouth shut do you wonder then 
“ If, in mcie decency, he shot you dead > 

He can’t have people play «ach pi inks as you 2020 
“ Beneath his nose at noonday, who disdain 
‘ To give him an cvciisi befoit the woild, 

“ By ci)mg ‘ I break lule to save our camp ' ’ 

“ lender the old rule, such ohtncc were death, 

‘ And 3011 had heaid the Pontifex pronounce 2025 
* birice you slay foe and violate the form, 

• ‘ Slaying turns murder, which were sacrifice 
‘ Jt-Iad you, while, say, law^suiting toe to death, 

*' ‘ But Tiised an altar to the Unknown God, 

“ ‘ Or else the Genius of the Vatican.’ 2030 
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“ Why then^ln£» pothef ?—all because the Pope 

*' Doing his dut>, ciiecP A foreigtiei, • 

‘‘ ‘ You scandalize tht natives here at Roinc 
“ ‘ J^omafio vwitur more 'wise men, litre, 

* Put the Church forwiid and tflnte thtmschcs 2035 
“ ^ The ht defence had bttn, —30U stmipcJ on wheat, 

“ ‘ Intending all the time to trample tares,— 

‘ Were fain extupate, then, the h tic, 

“ * You now find, in your haste was slim a fool 
‘ ^ Nor Pietro, nor \ lolinU nor your wife 2040 

‘ ‘ Meant to bleed up >our h ibc a Molimst > 

‘ Whence )0U arc duly (.ontnle Not one woid 
“ * Of all this wisdom did )ou luge which sIiD 
“ ‘ Death must itonc for * ” 

So, let death atone 2045 
So ends mistake, 60 end mistikers ’ end 
Perhaps to iccommenee, -Iiow ohould I know ? 

Only, be bine, no punishment, no ]) im 
Childish, preposterous, impossible, 

But Some such fate as Ovid could foresee,— 3050 

Byiiis mfiuiium^ let the weak soul end 
In water, sid lycaon in hipnm, but 
1fhe strong become a wolf for evermore * 

Change that Pompilia to a puny stream 
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Fit to reflect the daisies on ifs bank! ^ 2055 

Let me turn wolf, be whole, and sate, for once,— 

f 

'Vallow in what is now a wolfishness 

Coerced too much by the humanity 

That’s half of me as well 1 Grow out of man, 

Glut the wolf-nature,—what remains but grow 2060 

Into the man again, be man indeed 

And all man ? Do I ring the changes J'ight ? 

Deformed, transformed, reformed, informed, conformed ! 
The honest instinct, pent and crossed through life, 

Let surge by deatli into a visible flow 2065 

Of rajiturc ; as the strangled thread of flame 
Painfully winds, annoying and annoyed, 

Malignant and maligned, thro’ stone and ore, »■ 

Till earth exclude tlie stranger : vented once, 

It finds full play, is recognized a-top 2070 

Some mountain as no such abnormal birth. 

Fire for the rnouni, the streamlet for the vak ! 

Ay, of tlie water was that wife of mine— 

Be it for good, be it for ill, no run 

O’ the red thread through that insignificance ! 2075 

Again, how she is at me with those eyes ! 

Away with the empty atare! Be lioly still, 

And stupid ever! Occupy your patch 
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Of private s^ow that’s som!where in what world 
May now be growing round your head, 2080 

And aguish at your foot-print,—freeze not me, 

•> 

Dare follow not another step I take, 

Not with so much as those detested eyes, 

No, though they follow but to pray me pause 

On the incline, earth’s edge tliat’s next to hell! 2085 

None of your abnegation of revenge 1 

« 

Fly at me frank, tug wliile I tear^gain ! 

Th*ere’s God, go tell lliin, testify your worst! 

Not she ! Thereirvas no touch in her of hate: 

And it would prove her hell, if 1 reached mine ! 2090 

To know I suffered, would still sadden her, 

Do whftt the angels might to make amends! 

Therefore there's either no such place ns hell, 

Or thence shall I be thrust forth, for her sake, 

And thereby undergo three hells, not one— 2095 

I wh9, with outlet for escape to heaven, 

Would tarry if such flight allowed my foe 
To raise his head, relieved of tliat firm foot 
Had pinned him to the fiery pavement else ! 

ft 

So am I made, “ who did not make myself: 

(How dared she rob my own lip of the word ?) 

Beware me in what other world may be !— 

^ * 
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Pompilia, who have brought me to tjiis pass,! 

All r know here, will I say thcrc^ and go 
Peyoml the saying with the deed. Some use ^ 2105 
There cannot but be for a mood like mine, 

Implacable, persistent in revenge. 

She maundered ‘‘All is over and at end : 

I ‘ 

“ I go my own road, go yon where God will! 

“ Forgive you? I forget you ! ” There’s the saint 2110 
That takes your taste, you other kind of men! 

t 

How you had loved her! Guido wanted skill 
To value such a woman at her worth !' 

Properly the instructed criticize 
What's here, you simidetoii have tossed to take 2115 
“ It’s chance i’ tlio gutter ? This a daub, indeedV 
“ Why, ’t is a Rafael that you kicked to rags !” 

Perhaps so ; some prefer tlie pure design : 

Give me my gorge of colour, glut of gold 

In a glorv round the Virgin made for me ! 2120 

Titian’s the man, not Monk Angelico 

Who traces you some timid chalky ghost 

That turns the church into a charnel : ay, 

^•Jiist such a ]jencil might depict my wife ! 

She,—since she, also, would not change herself,— 2125 
Why could not she come in some heart-shaped cloud,- 
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Rainbowed ^bout with richtl^, royalty 
Rimming her round, us round tlie tintle&s lawn 
Guardingly runs the selvage clotli of gold ? 

I woul 5 have left the faint fine gauze untouched, 2130 
Needle-worked over with its lily and rose, 

Let her bleadi unmolested in the midst, 

Chill that selecteil solitary spot 
Of quietude she jjeased to think ‘vas life : 

Purity, pallor grace the lawn no doubt 2135 

WlJen there's the costly bordtire to unthread 
And make again ai* ingot: but what’s grace 
When you want meat and drink and clothes and fire? 

A talc comes to my mind that's apposite— 

Possibly true, probably false, a truth 2140 

Such as all truths we live by, Cardinal ! 

’T is said, a certain ancestor of mine 
Followed—whoever was the potentate, 

To Paynimrie, and in some battle, broke 
Through more than due allowance of the foe, 2145 
And, risking much his own life, saved the lord’s. 

Battered and bruised, the Emperor scrambles up, 

Rubs his eyes and looks round and sees my sire. 

Picks a furze-sprig from out his hauberk-joint, 

(Token flow near the ground went majesty) 


2150 
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And says “ Take this, and if thou get safe Ijpme, 

“ Plant the same in thy garden-ground to grow : 

Run thence an hour in a straight line, and stop : 

“ Describe a circle round (for central point) 

The furze aforesaid, reaching every way 2155 

“ The length of that lioiir’s run : I give it thee,— 

f 

“ The central point, to build a castle there, 

The space circumjacent, for fit demesne, 

f'- 

The whole to be thy children’s heritage,— 

“ Wliom, for thy sake. ])id thou -wear furze on cap ! ” 
Those are my arms ; w'e turned the fiivze a tree 2161 
To show more, and the greyhound tied thereto, 

Straining to start, means swift and greedy both ; 

He stands upon a triple mount of gold— 

By Jove, then, be’s escaping from true gold 2165, 

And trying to arrive at empty air ! 

Aha! the fancy never crossed my mind ! 

My father used to tell me, and subjoin 
As for the castle, that took wings and flew : 

** The broad lands,—why, to traverse them to-day 2170 
“ Scarce tasks my gouty feet, and in my prime 
“ 1 doubt not I could stand and spit so far: . 

“ But for the furze, boy, fear no lack of that, 

“ So long as fortune leaves one field to gnib 1 
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“ Wherefore^ hurra for furze*and loyalty 1 ” 2175 

What may I mean, vhere may the lesson lurk ? 

Do not bestow on man, by way of gift, 

“ Furze without land for framework,—vaunt no grace 
Of purity, no furze-sprig of a wife, 

‘‘ L'o me, i’ the thick of battle for my bread, 2180 

“ Without some better dowry,—gold will do !” 

No better gift thaw sordid muck? hii ! 

Many more gifts much better. Clive them me * 

O those Olimpias bold, tliose*'Biancas brave, 2*84 

That brought a husband power worth Oi'Jiiuz’ wiialth ' 
Cried “ Thou being mine, why, what but thine am I ? 

Bo thou to me law, right, wrong, heaven and hell ! 

Let lA blend souls, Ident, thou in me, to bid 
‘‘ Two bodies work one pleasure ! What are these 2189 
Called king, prie.st, father, mother, stranger, friend ? 

“ They fret thee or they frustrate? Civc the word- 
*■ Be certain they shall frustrate nothing more ' 

“ And who is this young florid foolishness 
That holds thy fortune in his ])igmy clutch, 

“ —Being a prince and potency, forsooth !—* j 195 

“ And hesitates to let the trille go ? 

“ Let me,but seal up eye, sing ear to sleep 
** Sounder than Samson,—pounce thou on the prize 
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Shall slip from off ra\ breast, and do\vn co^ch-side 

“ And on to floor,.ind far as iHy^loicFs feet— 2itoo 

Where he stand*) m the shadow with the sword, 

■f 

Waiting to see whAt Dthlah dares do 1 
Is the youth fair ? What is a man to me 
Who am thy call bud? Twist his neck— my 
dupe’s,— 

I hen take the bieast shall turn a breast mdeed’” 22oy 
Such women aie tluie, and tliey many whom? 

Wliy, when a mm has gonofand hanged himself 
Jkcause of what he calls a wicked wife,— 

Sec, it the ver^ tiupitude bemoaned, 

Piove not mcic excellence the tool ignores • 221c 

His monster is peifcetion,—Circe, sent * 

Straight from the sun, with wand the idiot blames 
As not an honest distaff to spin wool * 

O thou Lucrezid, is it long to wait 

Yonder where all the gloom is in a glow 2215 

With thy suspected presence ?—^ irgin yet. 

Virtuous again, m face of what S to teach— 

Sm uniraagined, unimaginable, — 

I cOme to claim my bride,—thy Borgia’s self 
Not half the burning bridegroom I shall bc * 

Cardinal, take away >our ctuulix > 
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Abate, leav^ my lips alone,—they bite ! 

Vaiply you try to chan^je what should -not change, 

And c^nnoL I have bared, you bathe my heart— 

It grows the stonier for your saving dew ! 2225 

You steep the substance, you would lubricate, 

In waters that but touch to petrify ! 

# 

You too are^petrifactions of a kind . 

Move not a muscle that shows mercy ; rate 

Another twelve hours, every word were waste ! 22^0 

T thought you woiTld not slay impenitence, 

j 3 ut teazed, from men you slew, contrition first,— 

I thought you had a conscience/ Cardinal, 

You kftow I am wronged !—wronged, say, and wronged, 
maintain. 

Was this strict inquisition made for blood 2235 

When first you showed us scarlet on your back, 

Called to the College? Your straightforward w'ay 
To your legitimate end,—I think it passed 
Over a scantling of heads brained, hearts broke, 

Lives trodden into dust!—how otherwise? 2240 

Such was the way o’ the world, and so you walked : 

Does memory haunt your pillow ? Not a wlut. 

God 'wills you never pace your garden-path, 
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One appetizing hour ere dinuei-time, 

But your intrusion-there treads o^t of life ^^ 4 -S 

A univeise of hajipy innocent things; 

Feel you remorse about that damsel-fly ^ 

Which buzzed so near your moutli and fl^’pped your face ? 
You blotted it from being at a blow : 

Ji was a fly, you wcic a man, and moic, 2250 

J.ord of created things, so took your cotirse. ^ 

Manliness, mind,—these arc things fit to ^ave. 

I 

Fit to brush fly from: why, because I take 
My course, must needs the Pope kill nic ?—kill you ! 

You ' for this instiimient, he throws away, 2355 

Is stiong to serve a master, and were )our$ 

To have and hold and get much good from out! * 

'fhe Pope who dooms me, needs must die next yetir; 

I ’ll tell you how the i hances are supposed 

Kf)r his successor • fust the Chamberlain, . 2260 

Old San Cesario,-—-Colloredo, next,— 

Then, one, two, three, four, 1 refuse to name ; 

After these, comes Altieri; then come you— 

Seventh on the list you come, unless . . ha, ha, 

^How can a dead hand give a friend a lift ? 226$ 

Are you the person to despise the help 
O’ tl:ie head shall drop in pannier presently ? 
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Sd a child ^esaws on or kiSks away 

The fulcrum-stone that ^ all the sage Bequires 

• * 

To fit his lever to and move the world. 2270 

Cardinal, I adjure you in God’s name, 

Save my life, fall at the Pope’s feet, set forth 
Things your own fashion, not m words like these 
Made for a sense like yours who apprehend ! 

Translate into tho court-conventional 2275 

“ Count Guido must not die, is innocent! 

Fair, be assuied ’ But wlial an he w'ore foul, 

“ BloOd-drenchcdtind murder-crusted head to foot? 

Spare one whose dcatli insult') the Kmpeior, 

“ Nay, outra^Cb the Louis you so lo\e ' 2280 

lie Iftib fiiendb who will avenge him; enemies 
“ Who wall hate God now with impunity, 

Missing the old coercive : would you send 
A soul straight to perdition, dying frank 
“ An atheist?Go and say this, for God’s sake! 2285 
—Why, you doift think 1 hope you ’ll say one word? 
Neither shall I persuade you from your stand < 
Kor you persuade me from my station: take 
Your crucifix away, I tell you twice ! 

atn tired of silence! Pause enough I 2290 
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You have i)rayed : I have gcme inside my s0j.1l 

And shut its door behind me: 't your torch 

Makes the place dark: the darkness let alone 

Clrows tolerable twilight: one may grope 

And get to guess at length and breadth and depth. 2395 

What is this fact 1 feel persuaded of— 

This something like a foot^iold in the sea, 

Although Saint Peter’s bark scuds, billow-borne, 

J^eaves me to founder where it Hung me first? 

Spite of your splashing, T am high and dry ! 2300 

God takes his own i)ciit in each thing Ke made; 

Made for a reason, he conserves his work. 

Gives each its proper instinct of defence. 

My lamblike wife could neither bark nor bite, *■ 

She bleated, bleated, till for pity pure, 2305 

The village roused it ran with pole and prong * 

¥ 

To the rescue, and behold the wolf’s at bay! 

Shall he try bleating?—or take turn or two> 

Since the wolf owns to kinship mth the fox, 

And, failing to escape tlie foe by these, 2$to 

Give tip attempt, die fighting quietly? 

The last bad blow that strikes fire in eye 
And on to brain, and so out, life and all, 

How can it but be cheated of a pang 
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If, fegliting'^quietly, the jaws enjoy 2315 

One re-embrace in mic^ back-bone they break, 

After their weary work thro’ the foe’s flesh ? 

That’s the wolf-nature. Do n’t mistake my trope! 

A Cardinal so qualmish J Eminence, 

My fight is figurative; blows i’ the air, 2320 

Brain-waf with powers and principalities, 

Spirit-bravado, n® real fisticuffs ! 

« 

I shall not presently, when the knock comes, 
efing to this bench nor claw the hangman’s face, 

No, trust me ! I»conceive worse lots tlian mine, 2325 

V/hether it be, the old contagious fit 

And plague 0’ the prison have surprised me too, 

The appropriate drunkenness of the death-hour 
Crept on my sense, kind work o’ the wine and myrrh,— 
I Uliow not,—I begin to taste my strength, 2330 

Careless, gay even. What’s the worth of life ? 

The Pope's dead now, my murderous old man, 

For Tozzi told me so: and you, forsooth— 

Why, you do n’t think, Abate, do your best, 

, 1 

You 11 live a year more with that hacking cough 2335 
And of crimson where the cheek's a pit? 

,Tozzi has got you also down* in book 1 ^ 

Cardinal) only seventh of seventy near, 

■ t-’" 
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Is not one called Albano in flie lot ? 

Go eat your hearty you ’ll never a Pope ! 3340 

Inform me, is it true you left your love, 

* ^ 

A Pucci, for promotion in the church ? 

Slie’s more than in the church,—in the churchyard ! 
Plautilla Pucci, your affianced bride, 

Has dust novv in the eyes'that held the love,—- 2345' 
And Martinez, suppose they make yoiuPope, 

Stops that with veto^ —so, enjoy yourself! 

I sec you all reel to the rock, you waves— 

Some forthright, some describe a sinuous track, 

Some, crested brilliantly, with heads above, *350 

Some in a strangled swirl sunk who knows how. 

But all bound wliither the main-current sets, 

Rockward, an end in foam for all of you ! 

What if I be o’ertaken, pushed to the front 

By all you crowding smoother souls behind, ■ ^355 

And reach, a minute sooner than was meant, ' ■ 

The boundary whereon 1 break to mist? 

Go to! the smoothest safest of you all, 

Most perfect and compact wave in ray ttain, 

! I 

Spite of the blue tranquility above, ' 3360 

Spite of the breadth befpre 'of lapsing peace, .' 
Where broods the halcyon and the fish leaps free, 



- , - ' GUJDO. * J9,5 

, —. . — . , ^ 

Will presently begin to feel thei prick 

^tlazy heai't, the pu&l^at torpid brain. 

WiUjJock vetliginously in turn, ansd reel, ^365 

And, ^ulative, ntsh to death like me. 

,,,Later or Sooner by a minute tlien, - 
So n^nch for the untimeliness of death ! 

And, as regards the manner that olTend.s, 

The rude and ro«gh, I count tht’ same for gain. 2370 
Be the, act harsh and quick ! irndoubtedly 
The soul’s condensed and, twice itself, expands 
To burst thro’ life, in alternation due, 

Into the other state whate’er it i)rovc. 

You never know what life means till you die : ’ 2375 

Kventhroughout life, ’t i.s death that makes life live, 
Gives it whatever the significance. 

F0r see, on your own ground and argument, 

Suppose life had no death to fear, how find 
A,possibility of nobleness 2380 

I j , 

In man, prevented daring any more ? 

WWt .’s love, what’s faith without a worst to (lrea«l ? 

-. ’ » ■ * ' 

LaCkduslre j^frelry! but faith and love 


With' death behind them bidding do or die— 

•• j ^ ' * 

Tut such a foil at back, the "sparkle’s born ! 

» ,S< , s f " 

; From jslit myself how the strange colours come ! 
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Is there a new rule in anothe/world ? . , ■ ‘ , 

lie sure 1 shall resign myself: as j^cre 
I recognized no law I Qould not see, 

■There, what I see, I sh?!! acknowledge too: 239P 

On earth I never took the Pope for God, , 

In heaven I shall scarce take God for the Tope. 

c , ■ 

Unmanned, renianned ; I hold it probable— 

With something changeless at the heart*of rne 

<iS 

To know me by, some nucleus that's myself: 3395 

Accretions did it wrong ? Aw'ay with them— 

Vou soon shall see tlie use of fire ! 

'I'ill when, > ^ 

All that was, is ; and must foiever be. - 

Nor is it in me to unhaLc my hates,— 2400 

I use up my last strength to strike once more 
Old Pietro in the wine-house-gossip-face, 

'To trample underfoot the whine and wile , 

Of beast Violante,—and I grow one gorge ' . , 

I I ‘ I 

To loathingly reject Pompilia’s pale 2405 

Poison my hasty hunger took for food. 

A strong tree wants no wreaths about its trunk, 

No cloying cups, no sickly svVeet of scent, ‘ 

But sustenance at rpot, a bucketful. 
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How ^Ise Jivetl that Athenftn who died so, 2410 

’ prmking hot bull’s blo^od, fit for men,like me ? 

I Jived and* died a man, and take .man’s chance, 

% 

H,on&t and bold : right will be done to such. 

Who are these you liave let descend my stair ? 

Ha, their accursed psalm ! Cigbts at the sill! . ^415 

Is it “ Open ” th^y dare bid yon Tfciichery! 

Isiirs, have f spoken one word all this while 
OUt of the world of words I had to say ? 

Mot one word I *All was folly —1 laughed and niO(‘ked ! 
Sirs, lUy first true word, all truth and no lie, 2420 

Is—save me notwitlistanding ! Life is all! 

I wasjipust stark mad,—let the madman live 
Pressed by as many chains as you please pile ! 

Do, n’t open ! Hold me from tliern i 1 am yours, 

1 rjimthe Granduke’s—no, I am the Pope’s! 2425 

. Abitte,—Cardinal,—Christ,—^Maria,—God, . . . 
Fompilia, 'will you let them miinler me ? 
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Uere >yere the end, lind .anything nn end : 

Thus^ lit and launched, up and up roared and soared 
A rocl|et, till the key o’ tlie vault was reached, 

And wide heaven held, a breatliless minute-space, 

In,brilliant usnrpature : thus caught spark, 5 

Rushed to the height, and hung at full of fame 
^ Over, men’s upturned faces, ghastly thence, 

Our glaring Ouido : now decline must be. 

; ' 

la its- explosion, you have seen his act, 

By my power—'may-be, judged it*by your own,— 10 

Or composite as good orbs prove, or crannned 
' With worse ingredients than»tbe Wormwood Star. 

1' ' ''■ r * , 

The'act, over and ended, falls and fades : 
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What was once seen, grows -wTiat is now described, 

Then talked of, told about, a tingg the less 15 

In every fresh transmission ; till it melts, 

Trie Ules in silent orange or wan grey 
Across our mcmoiv, dies and leaves all dark, 

And picsently mo iind the stais again, 
follow the mam streaks, incdilate the mode 

Of biightness, bow it hastes to blend wtfh black ' 

«■ 

After that Febiuaiy Twent} Tm^o, 

Since our salvation, Sixteen Niiut) lagkt, 

Of all leports that vvcie, oi miy have been, 

Com eniing tho>.e tlK day killed or let live, 

Koni I count only. 'Take the tirst tint comes. 

A letter from a sti anger, man of rank, 

Venetian visitor at Koine, v\ho knows, 

On what pietcnrc of busy idUnes''? 

Thus he begins on evening ol that day. 


25 


oO 


lieie aic we at out end of Carnival, 

* 

“ l‘rodigious gaiety and moi^^trous mirth, 

“ And constant shift of entcilammg show'; 


^ o 
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“ With inflgx, from each q&rter of the globe, 

“ Of btiangers nowise wishful to be last 

* 

I' the struggle for a good place presently 
When that befalls, fate cannot long dcfci 
7'he old Pope totters on the verge o’ the grave 
“ You see, Malpichi understood far more 

3 

** Titan Toz/i how to treat the a Unents age, 

question, rtiiiduis these inx^ttrale 

« 

Cardinal i5pada, actual Mini < r. 

Is possible Poj)e , 1 wj^cr (m his huid, 

Since those foimenttiUinmcntb ot hi^ mere 
“ Which set all Koine a stare Puju. \ lobably- 
Though Colloiedo hia Ins batkers loo, 

“ AndijSan Cesano makes one doubt at tunes 
Ahieri will be Chainbcrhm at most. 

“ A week ago tlic sun w is tv aim like Miy. 

“ xVnd the old man took daily CKcrcise 
Along the riVeT’-sule, he loves to see 
“ That Custom-hou'jo he built upon the ba ik, 
For, NapIes*born, Ins tastes aie raaiitinic 
** But yesterday he had to keep in doors 
Because of the outiageous lain ih it tell 
On such days tlie good soul has famtmg (its. 
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Or lies in stupor, scarcely makes believe 

“ Of minding business, fumbles ai his beads. 
They say, the tiMist that keeps his heart alive 
Is that, by lasting till December next, 

if 

“ He may hold Jubilee a second time, 

“ .^nd. twice in one reign, ope the Holy t>oors, 

r, 

“ By the way, somebody responsible 
“ A.ssures me that the King of France has writ 
“ Fresh orders : Fenclon will be condemned : 

“ The Cardinal makes a wry face enough, 

“ Having a love for the delinquent: Still, 

“ He's the ambassador, must press the point. 

“ Have you a wager too, dependent here? 
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Now, from such matters to divert awhile, 70 

“ Hear of to-day’s event which crowns the week, , ,, 

** Casts all the other wagers into shade. 

“ I'ell Dandolo I owe him fifty drops 
Of heart^s blood in the shape of gold zecchines I 
“ 'Fhc Pope has done his worst: I liave to pay 75 

“ For the execution of the Count, by Jove ! 

Two clays since, I rej)orted him as safe, 

“ Re-echoing the convictioiS of all Rome : ^ ’ 

** Who could suspect its one deaf eai*—^tlie Pope-s 1 ^ 


■ 
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But prejudices grow insuperable, 

And that old enmity Austria, tha^ 

“ Pa|sion for France and France’s pageant-king 
(Of which, why pause to multiply the proots 
Mow scandalously rife in Euroj^c’s mouth ?) 

“ These fairly got the better in the man 
Of justice, prudence, and dc corps^ 

" And he ^ersi-»U(l in the butcher)". 

“ Also, ’t is said tliat in his Utc t walk 
“ To that Dogana-by-rhe-Bank, he bnilt, 

“ The crowd,—he suflers question, unrebiiked,- — 
Asked, ‘ Whether murder was a ] privilege 
‘ Only re.seived for nobles like the Count ?’ 
Am# he was ever mindful of the mob. 


“ Afiirtinez, the Cuesarian hlimstei, 

« —Who used his best endeavours to spare blood, 95 
And strongly pleaded for the life ‘ of one,’ 

“ Uiged he, ‘ I may have dined at tabic witli I 
“ He w'ill not soon forget the Pope’s rebiift', 

—Feels the slight sensibly, I promise you I 
“ And but for tlie dissuasion of two eyes lou 

“ 'rhat make with him foul weather or fine day. 

He had atislained, nor graced the spectacle : 

“ As it was, barely would he condescend 
voE, iy» 
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‘P- - - -C ^ - 

“ I.ooIk forth from tlic pak/uito whore he bat ^ 

“ Under the Pinckin : wc shall hear of this ! 105 

i 

“ The subsiituting, too, the Pcojdc’s Stgiarc ^ 

“ I'’or the ont-o’-the-way old <iiiarler by the Uridge, 

“ Was meant as a conciliatory 

To the mob ; it gave one holiday the more. 

{ 

“ But the Frcjich I'hiibassy might unfurl Hag,— 110 

“ Still the good luck of I'Yanrc to lling^a foe ! 

‘‘ Cardinal BoLiillon triuni|)hs properly ! 

I 

“ Palchctti wore erected in the Place, 

“ And houses, at the edge of the Three Streets, 

‘‘ Let their front windows at six dollars each : 11 

“ Anguisciola, that jiatron of the aits, 

“ Hired one; our Envoy Contarini too. 

“ Now for the thiiig : no sooner the decree 
“ Cone forth,—’t is four-aiuhtwenty hours ago,— 

“ Than Acciaioh aiul Panciatkhi, 120 

“ Old friends, indeed compatriots of the man, 

Being pitched on as the couple properest 

\ 

“ To intimate the sentence yesternight, 

“ Were closeted ere cock-crow with the Count. 

‘‘ They both report their efforts to dispose ' 

“ The unhappy nobleman for ending well, 
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“ Despite iiie JiaLural sciisc^uf injury. 

“ Were crowned at last^witli a complete success. 

And when the Company of Death arrived 
At twenty-hours,— the way they reckon here,— ' 13c 

“ Wfe say, at sunset, aftei dinner-time.',— * 

“ The Count was led down, hoisted up on car, 

Last of tlie five, as hcinoiise*!, you know : 

“ Yet they allow i;d one wduile car to each man. 

# . 

“ His intrejiidity, nay, nonrhalaj cc, 135 

Xs uj) he stood and down he sat himself, 

“ Struck admiralitjn into those who 
“ Then the procession started, took the way 
“ From the New Prisons by the Pilgiim’s Slreet, 

^ The*streeL of the Governo, Pastpiin’s Street, 140 

“ (Where w'as stuck up, mid other epij;rains, 

“ A quatrain . . but of ail that, tircsenlly ') 

“ The Place Navona, the Pantheon's Place, 

“ Place of the Column, last the Corso’s length, 

“ And so debouched thence at ^^iannaia's foot 145 

“ r the Place 0’ the People. As is evident, 

“ (Despite the malice, — jdainly meant, I fcTr, 

By this abrupt change of lucaliU',— 

The Square’s no such ba?l place to head and hang) 

“ Wc had the titilhition as Ave sat 150 
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‘‘ Assembled, (quality in conclave, ha?) 

% 

m 

“ Of, minute after piiniite, some report 

* 

'' How the slow show was winding on its way. 

“ Now did a car run over, kill a man, 

Just opposite a pork-shop numbered Twelve : "^155 

‘‘ And bitter were the outcries of the mob 
" Af/ainst the Tope : for, but that he forbids 
“ I'he J.ottL-ry, ^\hy, Twelve were Tern.Quatern ! 

“ Now did a bci^gar l)y vSnint Agnes, lame 

Krom his youth up, recover use of leg, ^ 1*60 

‘‘ Through prayer of Guido as he glan(*ed diat up,y : 

“ So that the crowd near crammed his hat with coin. 

“ Tims was kept up excitement to the last, 

—Not an abrupt out-bolting, as of yore, ^ 

“ h'rom Castle, over bridge and on to block, 165 

And so all ended ere you Avell could wink ! 

d’o mount the scaffold-steiis, Guido was last 
" abo, 'as atrociousest in crime. 

“ We hardly noticed how the neasants died, 

“ d'hey dangled somehow soon to right and left, 170 
And \vo remained all cars and eyes, could give 
Ourselves to Guido undivi^edly, 

“ As he harangued the multitude beneath. 
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“ Me beggpd forgiveness on the part of God, 

‘‘ And fair constructioi^of his act from men, 175 

“ Wjjose suffrage he entreated for his soul, 

‘‘ Suggesting that we sliould forthwith repeat 
“ A Pakr and an Avc^ with the hymn 
‘‘ Salve Retina Ocli^ for his sake. 

t 

Which said, he turned to tlie confessor, crossed iSo 
And rec(^icilcd himself, with decency, 

‘‘ Oft glancing at Saint Mary’s opposite 
“ Where they possess, and showed in shrine to-day, 

'The Blessed lAifibilLus of our Lord, 

“ (A relic’t is believed no other churcii 1S5 

In Rome can boast of)—then rose up, as brisk s 
“ Kn^h down again, bent head, adaj)1cd neck, 

“ And, with the name of Jesus on his liiis, 

“ Received the fatal blow. 


“d'he headsman showed lyo 
“ The head to the populace. Must I avoudi 
“■ We .strangers own to disappointment here ? 

“ Report pronounced him fully six feet high, 

“ Youngish, considering liis fifty years, 

And, if not handsome, dignified at least. 

“ Imjeed, it was no face to please a wife ! 
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“ His friends siiy, Ihis was caused by the rostupie : 


He wore tlie dress he did die murder in, 

4 

“ 'Fhat is, a jiisi-a-coips of russet scnjfe, 

“ Black camisole, coarse cloak of baracan 
*“ (So they style here the garb of guiit’s-hair cloth) 
“ White hat and cotton cap beneath, poor Count, 
“ Preservative agaiusSt tlie evening dews 
“ Dunng the journey from Arez/o. Web, 

Cl 

“ So ilied the man, and so lii.s ejid was [)eace; 

“ Whence many a moral were to niediilate. 

“ Spada,—you may bet Dundolo, - is bflpe ! 

“ Now for the (jiialrain ! ” 
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No, friend, this will do ! 

\'ou've sputtered into sparks. Wliat streak comes next? 
A letter : Don (iiaciiito Arcangeli, 211 

Doctor and Proctor, him 1 made you mark » 

Buckle to business in his study late, 

The virtuous sire, the vatiant for th_* truili, 

Actpiaints his correspondent,— Idoreiitiue, 2f5 

By name Ceucini, advocaitc a# well, 

Socuis and brother-in-the-devil to match, 
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A friend of Frunc'cscluni, anyhow, 

And knit up with the Jjowcls of the gnse,— 

Ci 

Accyiaints him, (in this paper lliat I touch) 
How their joint effoit to obtain reprieve 
Kor Guido had so nearly iiu’ked the nine 
And ninety and one over,--he would say. 

At Tarocs,—or succeeded,—-in o\ir ]dirase. 
To this CenciniV^ care I owe tlie liook, 

The y’^ellow thing J take and tos.^ uin c more, 
I'low will it be, my four-ycars’-intiniate, 


^V’hell thou aiul i. part company anon ?— 

'T was he, the ‘'‘whole position of the case.” 

Pleading and suminary, were j)iU before ; .'30 

t 

Disan-f lly in my book he bound them all, 

Atlding some three epistles to the point. 

Here is the first of these, [)art fresh as jienned, 

T’hc sand, that dried tlie ink, not rubbeil away, 

Though penned the day wdiercof it tells the deed : 235 

Part—extant just ns plainly, you know wJicre, 

Whence came the other stuff, w^ent, you know how% 

To make the ring that’s all but round and done. 
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” Late they arrivetl, too late, Ibgrcgious Sir, 

r * • » 

“ Tliose same justifjcalivc points ^’ou urge 240 

Might benefit His blessed Memory 

“ Count Guido Franceschini now with God: 

¥ 

Since the Court,—to state things succinctly,—styled 
The Congregation of tlie Governor, 

“ Having resolved on Tuesday last our cause 245 

“ r the guilty sense, with death for punishment, 

“ Spite of all }>leas by me cleducible 

‘Mn favour of saitl l^lcssed Memory,--- ^ 

“ r, with ex])enditure of p.iins enough,! 

“ Obtained .1 respite, leave to claim and prove 250 

“ Exemption from the law’s award,—alleged 
“ The j)0\ver and privilege o’ the Clcncale : 1 

“ d'o which erfect a courier was desjiatclied. ,, 

“ But ere an answer from Arezzo came, 


'The Holiness of our Lord the l'o[)e (prepare !; 255 

“ Judging it iriex])edient to postpone 
“ The execution of such sentence passed, 

* 1 

“ Saw fit, by his [lariicuLir chirograph, 

I . 

“ To derogate, disjiense with jirivilege, 

“ And wink at any hurt accruing thence 
“ 'ro Mother Church through damage of her son : 

“ Also, to overpass and set aside 
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That ot^icr [)lea on score of tender age, 

Ihit forth by me to ck> ras([uini good, 

“ Ojic of the four in trouble ^^ith our friend. 20^ 

“ So that all hve, to-day, have suffoied tieath 
“ With no distijtction save in d}ing,—he, 

“ b)ec:olJato by uiere duo of j)ri\ ilego, 

“ The rest hanged decently and in oidcr. Thus 
“ Came tlu* Coimt to his end of gallant man, . a;.- 

Defunct in faith and OKomphoa'v : 

1 ^ 

Nor shall the shield of his gteaV House io-ie shine 
“ 'riierebv, nor its blue banner blush to red. 

'J’his, too, should }iehl su.slainmeiit ♦o our hearts-■- 
“ He laid commiseration and re.spcct .'7 , 

“ In fiis decease from univer:jal Konie, 

Quaniu/n esi hominufu vcnusiwriini^ 

The nice anti cultivated everywhere : 

“ Though, in respect of me his advocate, 

“ Needs must 1 groan o'er my debility, 

“ Attribute the untoward event o’ the strife 
“To nothing but my own crass ignorance 
“ Which failed to set the valid reasons forth, 

“ .Find fit excuse: such is the fate of war ! 

“ May God compensate u^ the direful blow, 

“ By^future blessings on his family 
• VOL. JV. 
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Whereof 1 lowly heg the next comftvancls; ^ 

“ -rr-Whereto, as humbly, I confir*i myself . . 


And so forth,—follow name and place and dale. 

On next leaf— 290 


“ Hactoins seniorihus ! 

V There, old fox, show the clients t’ other side 
“ And keep this corner sacred, I beseech I 


a 

i( 

a 

Cl 

Cl 

(( 

Cl 

a 


m* 

You and your pleas and jiroofs were what folks call 
Pisan assistance, aid tlial comes too late, 295 

Saves a man dead as nail in post of df)or. 

Had 1 but lime and space for narrative ! , 

What was the good of twenty Clericatcs 

When Somebody’s thick headpiece once was ben* 

On seeing Guido’s drop into die bag? 300 

How these old men like giving youth a push! 

So much the better : next push goes to him, 

And a new Pope begins the century. 

Much good 1 get by my superb defence ! 

But argument is solid and subsists, 305 


“ While obstinacy and ineptitude 
“ Accompany the owner to his tomb ; 

What do 1 care how soon ?‘ Beside, folks see ! 
“ Rome will have relished heartily the show, 
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“ Yet understood the motives, never fear, 310 

9 m 

“ Which caused the indecent change o* the People’s 

Place 

* ' ' 

“ To the People’s Playground,—stigmatize the spite 
“ Which in a trice precipitated things ! 

“ As oft the moribund will give a kick 
“ To show they are not absolTitely dead, 315 

“ So feebleness the socket shoots its last, 

“ A spirt of violence for energy! 

“ But thou, Cencinl, brother of my breast, 

“ O fox, whose home is ’mid tlie tender grape, 

“ Whose couch in Tuscany by 'riiernis’ throne, 320 
^ Subject to no such . . . but 1 shut my mouth 
“ Or only open it again to say, 

“ This pother and confusion fairly laid, 

“ My hands are empty and my satchel lank. 

“ Now then for both the Matrimonial Cause 325 

“ And the case of Gomez ! Serve them hot and hot' 

RcUqua differamus in crastiunm ! 

“ The impatient cstafette cracks whij) outside : 

“ Still, though the earth shtuld swallow him wlio swears 
• And me who make the mischief, in must slip— 330 
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My boy, your godson, fat chaps IfyuciiiLli, 

« \ 

' Enjoyed the sight, while Papa pl4)dded here. 

1 promised him, the rogue, a month ago, 

■■ The day his birthday was, of all the days, 

f' 

That if I failed to save Count Guido’s head, 335 

i» 

‘ Cinuccio should at least go see it chopped 
“■ From trunk—‘ So, latinize your thanks !’ quoth 1 
' d'hat I prefer, //od raps me out 

* 

“ The rogue : you notice the subjunctive? Ah ! 

** Accordingly he sat there, bold in box, 340 

Proud as the J’ope behind the pcacock-fims ; 

Whereon a certain lady-jiatroness 

■ For whom I manage things (my boy in front, 

‘ Her Marquis sat the third in evidence j t> 

Hoys have no eyes nor ears save frir the sho^q 345 
' ‘ This time, Cintino,’ was her sjiortivc word, 

'■ When whiz and thump v;ent axe and mowed lay man, 

' And folks could fill to the suspended chat, 

■ ^ 'Fhis time, you see, Pottini rides the roast, 

'• ’ N’or can Papa with all his cloquenr:e 350 

‘‘ ‘ Pe reckoned on to help as lieretofote !’ 

MTereat Cinone pouts; then, sparkishly— 

‘ Papa knew l')ettcr than agj*rievc his Pope, 

'■ ' And baulk him of his grudge against onr Count, 

# 
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Else he \1 have argucd^Dtr Dottiiii’s ’ . , •what? 355 
“ ‘ His nose,’— the roj^ie ! well ])arri^(l of the boy I 
“ ’s long since out of ('resar (eight years old) 

“ And as for tripping in Eiitropiiis . . well, 

“ Reason the more that we strain every nerve 
“ To do him justice, mould a modcl-inoulh, 3(10 

“ A Bartohis-cumdlaldo for next age : 

For that I piirte tlie }jiec:es, work the brain, 

“ And w^ant both Gomez and tlie ir ”a'ag^'ease, 

'* Success with which shall plaster aught of pate 
That’s biokei>in me by llottiiu’s (lail, 365 

“ And liriiise his own, belilie, that wags and brags. 

“ AJvcHl snppUco hit mi!iter 

do n’t the fungus sec, tire fop divine 
That one hand drives two horses, left ai'xl riglU ? 

“ With this rein did I resc'ue from the ditch 370 

The fortune of our Idanceschini, keep 
“ Unsplashed tlio credit of a noble House, 

“ And set the fr'shionable cause at Rome 
“ A'prancing till bystander.s shouted ‘ ’uare !' 

“ The other rein’s judicious management 375 

“ Suffered old Somebod)' to keep the pace, 

“ Hobblingly play the roidster: wiio but he 

Had his opinion, was not led by the nose 

% 
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“*In leash of quibbles strn'ngfo look like 
“ You 11 soon see,-j-when I go to*pay devoir 380 

“ And compliment him on confiiling me,— ^ 

“ If, by a back-swing of the pendulum, 

^ Grace be not, thick and thicefold, consequent! 

“ ‘ I must decide as I see proper, Don ! 

The Pope, I have my inward lights for guide. 385 
“ ^ Had learning been the matter in dispute, 

“ ‘ Could eloquence avail to gainsay fact, 

“ ^ Yours were the victory, be comforted 1’ 

“ Cinuzzo will be gainer by it all. • 

“ Quick then with Gomez, hot and hot next case!” 390' 


Follows, a letter, takes the otlior side. 

Tall blue-eyed Fisc wliosc head is cap[ied with cloud, 
Doctor Bottini,—to no matter who, 

Writes on the Monday two days afterward. 

Now shall the honest championship of right, 395 

Crowned with success, enjoy at la.st, iinblamcd, 

Moderate triumph ! Now shall elotiiiencc 
Poured forth in fancied floods*for virtue’s sake, 

('I'he print is sorrowfully dyked and dammed, 
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But shows^where fain the unbridled force would flow, 400 
* • 

Finding a channel)—now shall this reiresh 

The^thirsty donor with a drop or two ! 

Here has been truth at issue with a lie : 

Let who gained truth the day have liandsome pride 

In his own prowess ! Eli ? What ails the man ? 405 


“ Well, it is over, ends as 1 foresaw : 

“ Easily proved, I’ompilia’s innocence ! 

Catch them entrusting Guido’s guilt to mo ! 

“ J had, as usual, tlie plain truth to plead. 

“ I aW'ays knew the clearness of the stream 410 

“ Would sliovv the fish so thoroughly, child might prong 
“ The clumsy monster: with no mud to splash, 

“ Small credit to lynx-eye and lightning-spear! 

“ This Guido,— (much sport he contrived to make, 

“ Who at first twiht, preamble of the cord, 415 

“ Turned white, told all, like the poltroon he was !)— 

“ Finished, as you expect, a penitent, 

“ Fully confessed his crime, and made amends, 

And, edifying Rome last Saturday, 

’ “ Died like a saint, poor devil! That’s the man 420 
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The gods still give lo my anlagonist: 

t ^ ■■ 

“ Imagine liovv Arc;angcli claps wkig, 

r 

“ Ami crows ! ‘ Such formidable facts to face, 

‘ So naked to attack, my client here, 

“ ‘ And yet I kept a montli the Fisc at bay, ' 425 

“ ' x\nd in the end had foiled him of the prize 
‘‘ ‘ By this arch-stroke, this*plea of privilege, 

‘‘ ‘ Blit that the l-*opc must gratify his wbirn, 

‘ Put iti his word, poor old man,—let it pascal ’ 

ff ^ 

—Such is the cue to which all Rome respomls. 430 
“ Wliat.with the plain truth given me t€ uphold, 

“ And, should 1 let truth slip, the Pope at b.and 
To ])ick up, steady her on legs again, 

My office turns a pleasantry indeed ! 
h Not that the burly boaster did one jot 435 

** O’ the little was to do—young Spreti’s work ! 

“ But for him,—mannikin and dandiprat. 

Mere candle-end and inch of cleverness’ 


c< 










Stuck on Arcaiigcli's save-all,—but for him 
“ The spruce young Spreti, what is bad were worse ! 440 




“ I looked that Rome should have the natural gird • * 

“ At advocate with case that'proves itself; * 

“ 1 knew Arcangeli would grin and brag; . . 
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“ But what say you to one*impertinence 
“ Might move a stoic J That monk,^ou are to know, 

“ 'JHiat barefoot Auguslinian whose report 44/) 

O’ the dying woman’s words did detriment 
“ To my best points it took the freshness from, 

“ —That meddler preached to purpose yesterday 
“At San Lorenzo as a windmg-up 450 

“ O’ the show \\diich proved a treasure to the churdi. 

“ Out comes his sennon smoking fioin the press: 

"^ Its text—‘ Let God be true, and every man 
“ ‘ A liar’—audits application, this, , 

“ The longest-winded of the paragraphs, 455 

“ I straight unstitch, tear out and treat you with : 

’T i^ piping hot and posts through Rome to-day. 

“ Remember it, as I engage to do ! 


“ But if you rather be disposed to see 
“ In the result of the long trial here,— 

“ This dealing doom to guilt an*d doling praise 
To innocency,—any proof that truth 
“ May look for vindicatioi^h from the world, 

“.- Much ^vill you have misread the signs, I say. 

vo\. IV. 
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“ God, who seems acquiescent in the main 

f * ' ^ ^ 

'■ Will those who adil ‘ So will he ever sleep 
“ Flutters their foolishness from time to time, 


Puts forth his ri|;ht-hand recognizably; 

“ Even as, to fools who deem he needs must right 
“ Wrong on the instant, as if earth were heaven, 470 

ft 

‘‘ He wakes remonstrance—‘ Passive, L-ord, how long ? ' 
“ Because Pomjulia’s juirity [irevails, ♦ 

“ Conclude you, all truth Lriunqihs in the end ? 


“ So might those old inhabitants of the ark, 


Witnessing haply their dove’s safe return, 47 5 

Pronounce there was no danger all the while 
“ O’ the deluge, to tlic creature’s counterparts, 

“ Aught that beat wing i’ the world, was while or s»ft,— 
“ And that the lark, the thrush, the culver too. 


“ Might e(iually have traversed air, found earth, 480 
“ And brought back olive-branch in unharmed hill. 
Metliinks 1 hear the Patriarch’s wa.rning voice-- 


‘ Though this one breast, Ijy miracle, return, 

‘ No wave rolls by, in ail the waste, but bears 
■ Within it some dead dove-like thing as dear, , 4S5 

‘ Beauty made blank and liarmlessness destroyed'!’ 

‘‘ How many chaste and no!sister-fames 
Wanted the extricating hand, and lie 



THE BOOR AND iTliE 


/ 


“ Strangled, for one Pompilia proud above 

^ # I « 

“ l‘he welter, plucked*from the worli^'s calumny, 

“ ^tii])idity, simpUciLy,—who cares? 

‘ ‘ Romans ! An cider race possessed your land 
“ r.ong ago, and a false faith lingered still, 

“ As shades do, though the morning-stnr be out. 

‘‘ Doubtless souie I'agan of the twilight-day 
“ Has often pointed to a c:avern-m/:.iiL!i, 

^ Obnoxious to beholders, hard by Rome, 

“ And said,— nor he a bad man, no, nor fool,---5 
“ Only a man, so, blind like all his niatcs,— 

“ ‘ Here skulk in safety, lurk, defying law^ 

‘ TJilie devotees to execrable creed, 

“ ' Adoring--with what culture . . Jove, avert 
‘‘ ‘ Thy vengeance from us vvorshii)pcrs of thee ! . . 
“ ‘ What rights obscene—their idol-god an Ass ! ’ 

“ So went the word forth, so acceptance found, 

“ So century re-echoed century, ? 

“ Cursed the accursed,—and so, from sire to sou, 

9 

“ Ydt; Romans cried ‘ 'I'he ofiscourings of our race, 
“ ‘Corrupt within the depths there : fitly, fiends 
‘ Perform a tempie-servfce o’er the dead : 

“ ‘ Child, gather garment round ihec, pass nor pry ! 
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“ So groaned your generations : till the time 
♦ / 

“ Grew ripe, and lightning hath revealed, Belike,— 

“ Thro’ crevice peeped into by curiou§ fear,— ^ 

“ Some object e'ven fear could ^ecogn^?e^ » , 515 

^ r the place of spectres ; on the illumined wall, ^ 

To-wit, some nook, tradition talks about, ' 

Narrow and short, a corpsVs length no moVe : 

“ And by it, in the due receptacle, « 

“ The little rude brown lamp of earthenware, 520 

' “ The cruse, was meant for flowers, ])ut held the blood, 

The rQUgh-scrathed palm branf:h, and Ihe legend left 

“ Pro Christo. Then the mystery lay clear : 

“ The abhon'cd one was a maityr all the time, 

A saint whereof earth was not worthy. What? « 525^ 

“ Do you continue in the old belief? 

“ ^Vftere blackness bides unbroke, must devils be ? 

“ l3 it so certain, not another cell 

r‘i'^i^*the myriad dial make up the catacomb, 

Cpjiusiins some saint a second flash would show ? 530 

“ you ascend into the light of day 

" And, having recognized a martyr’s shrine, 

«“ Go join the votaries that gape around 

t 

“ Each vulgar god thatahves the market-place ? 

“ Are these the objects of your praising? Seel 535 

. 'M * 
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“ In the OLitstretclicd right*liand of Apollo, there, 

* , • 

“ Is screened ^ scorpiim : housed amid the folds 

** Of Juno's mantle> lo, a cockatrice ! 

“ Each statue of Sr god were fitlier styled 
Degao*^ and devil. Glorify no brass 540 

“ That shines like burnished gold in noonday glare, 

“ Eor'"fools 1 Be otherwise instructed, you ! 

i 

“ And preferably ponder, ere ye pass, 
l^ch incident of this strange human play 
“ Privily acted on a theatre, 545 

“ Was deemed secure from every gaze but God'^— • 

“ Till, Of a sudden, earthquake lays wall low 
“ And lets the world see the wiki work inside, ^ 

“ And how, in i^etrifaction of surprise, 

“ The actors stand,—raised arm and planted fool,— 550 
“ Mouth as it made, eye as it evidenced, ■' 

Despairing shriek, triumphant hate,—transfixed, 

** Both he who takes and she who yields the life. 

“ As ye become spectators of this scene— 

» 

“ Watch obscuration of a fame pearl-pure 555- 

** In vapoury films, enwoven circumstance, 

—A soul, made weak by fits patjietic want 
‘‘ Of just the first apprenticeship to sin, 
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Would thenceforth iuakc*tli? sirininf^ soul sccme 

• - ^ 

“ From all foes sav,c Usclf, that ’srfrulicst foe,— 560 


“For egg turned snake needs fear no ser])entry,— 

“ As ye behold this web of cirniinstiincc 
Deepen the niore for every thrill iurd throe, 

“ (k:)Mvul,sivc effort to disperse the films 
“ And disenmesh the fame o’ the martyr,---mark 565 

“ flow all tliose means, the unfriended one pursues, 

♦ 

“ 'fo keep the treasure trusted to her breast, 

“ Each struggle in the llight from death to life, 

•“ How jjll, by iirocuralion of the ])()\ver?ji 
“ Of darkness, arc transfonned, —no single ray, 570 
“ Shot forth to show and save tlie imno.st star, 

“ But, pa.sscd as through hell’s jwi.sm, proeeechng I 4 ack 
“ To the w’orld that luUes wl'.ite: as ye w'ateh, I say, 

“ Till dusk and such defacement grow eedipse 
“ By,—marvellous perversity of man '— 575 


“ The inadequacy and inaptiuide 
“ Of that self-same mac'hino, that very law^ 


“ Man vaunts, devised to dissipate the gloom, 

t 

“ Ke.sciie tlie drowrring orb from calumny, 

^ “ —Hear law, apijointed to defend the just, 5S0 

' “ Submit, for best defence, that wickedness 
Was bred of flesh and innate with the bojie 
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.. . , ... 

‘‘ Horne by l^onrpilia’s sjiirit for a S[):i(:e, 

“ And no more chancc;>fauU, jnission.ite and brief: 

n 

“ f inaliy, when, ye find,—after tills touch 5S 

“ Of man’s protection which intciids to mar ' 

» 

“ d’he last pin-point of light and ilaniii the di'sc,-- 
“ One wa.ve of the iiand of God amid the worlds 
“ !hd vapour vrmish, daikness Oee away, 

“ And ItMV!-; thoA’exed star < ulniinate in jieace 591 

“ Ajjproachable no more by earlhl) mist— 

‘■*\\'hal J Call God’s hand,-^ jou, perha[).s, —tins chance 
“ Of the true insCnut of an (jld good man , 

*■ Who hat'pens to hate darkne.'is and love hgliv- 
In whom loo ivas tlie eye tliat saiv, not dim, 59 

^ ■' 'rhumatural force to do the thing lie saw, 

‘‘ Nowisi; abated,—botii by miracle,- 
“ All this well pornlered,--I demaml assen* 

“ 'ro the enunciation of my text 

“ In face of one proof more that ‘ God is true 60 

“ ‘ And everv man a liar’—that who trusts 


To human Leslitnony for a fact ;< 

•* 

“ Gels this sole fact—himself is iJioved a fool : 

“ Man’s speech being false, if but by conbe(]ueiice 
“ That only strength is tru*e^' while man is weak, O05 
“ And, since truth seems reserved for heaven not eartli, 

A 


41 
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“ Plagued here by earth’s |)refogativc of lies, 

• % 

“ Now learns to loye and long foij^what, one day, 

“ Approved by life’s probation, he may speak. 

P'or me, the weary and the worn, who prompt 6io 
“ To mirth or pity, as I move the mood,— 

“ A friar who glides unnotif-cd to the grave, 

“ With'these bare feet, eoarse robe and fope-gitt w'aisl,— 
“ I have long since renounced your world, ycTcnow : 

“ Yet what forbids I \veigh the piize forgone, 6 f 5 

The \yorldly worth? I dare, as 1 we^o dead, 

“ Disinterestedly judge this and that 
“ Good ye account good : but God tries the liearl. 

Still, if you question me of my content ^ * 

“ At having put each human pleasure by, 620 

“ I answer, at the urgency of truth : 

As this world seems, J (lare not sny 1 know 
“ —Apart from Christ's assurance which decides— 

“ Whether 1 have not failed to taste much joy. 

** For many a doubt would faki ijerlurb my choice— 625 
“ Many a dream of life spent otherwise— 

“ How human love, in varied shapes, might work 
“ As glory, or as rapture, or as grace : 

“ How conversancy with the books that teach, 
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" The arts thiat help,—ho%, ^ grow good and great, * 

# 

Rather than simply^ood, aiul brin^ thereby 631 

I ' • 

Goodness to breathe and live, nor, born i’ tlie brain, 
Die there,—-how tliese and majiy another gift 
Of life arc precious though abjured by me. 

“ But, for one prize, best meed of mightiest man, 63'5 
“ .\rcli-object of ambition,—earthly praise, 

Repute o’ the world, tlie flourish of loud trum*^>,, 

“ The softer social fluting,--Oh, for these, 

‘ —No, my friends! I"ame,—that bubble which, world¬ 
wide • ^ • 

" JCach blows and bids his neiglibour lend a breath, 640 
' ‘‘ That so lu^ haply may behold thereon 

Oi^e more enlarged distorted false fool’s-face, 

“ Until some glassy nothing grown as big 
“ .Send by a touch the imperishable to suds,— 

“ No, in renouncing fame, my loss was light, 645 

“ Choosing obscurity, my (‘hance was well ! *’ 


Didst ever touch such ampollosity 
•^Vs the man’s own bubble^, let alone its spite ? 

What’s his speech for, but just the fame he flouts ? 

• vSl. IV. JO 


^9 
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ri(5w he dares reprehend b6th'high and low, 650 

r 

Nor stoops to turn ^he sentence pod is true 
And every man a liar—save the Pope 
“ Happily reigning—^my respects to him ! ” 

-*-So, rounding off the period. Molinism 

Simple and pure ! To what pitch get we next ? 655 

I find that, for first pleasant Consequence, 

Goinc^, Who had intended to appeal 

i 

Fiom the absurd decision of the Court, 

Declines, though plain enough his privilege, 

To call o^ help from lawyers any more— 660 

Resolves the liars may possess the woild, 

Till God have had sufficiency of both : 

So may I whistle for my job and fee ' 

But, for this virulent and rabid monk,-- 

If law be an inadequate inarhinc, 665 

And advocacy, froth and impotence, 

We shall soon see, my blatant brother ! That’s 
Exactly what I hope to show your sort! 

For, by a veritable piece 0*1 luck, 

The providence, you monks round period with, 670 
^ All maj^Cbe gloriously retrieved.. Perpend! 
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That Monastery of the C§nv€rlites 
Whereto the Court consigned Pompllia first, * 

—Observe, if convertite, why, sinner then, 

mi 

Or what the pertinency of award?— 6^5 

And whither she -was late returned to die, • 

—Still in their jurisdiction, mark again !— 

; 

That thrifty Sisterhood, for perquisite, 

Claims every paid whereof may die possessed 

Each sinner in the circuit of its walls. 680 

Now, this Pompilia seeing that, by death 

O’ the couple, ajl their wealth devolved on hcr,^ , 

Straight utilized the respite ere decease, 

I’y regular conveyance of the goods 
•She ^jiought her own, to will and to devise,— 685 

Gave all to friends, 'righetti and tlie like. 

In trust for him she held her son and heir, 

Gaetano,—trust to end with infancy : 

So willing and devising, since assured 

The justice of the Court would presently . 690 

Confirm her in her rights and exculpate, 

Reintegrate and rehabilitate— 

Place her as, through my pleading, now she stands. 

•But here’s the cajiital mistake : the Court 
Found Guido guilty,—but pronounced no word ' (>95 
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--I- 

ABout the innocency of his^tviffe: 

1 giounded Charge on broader base^ I hope! 

No matter whether wife be true or false, 

The husband must not push aside the law, 

yVid punish of a sudden : that’s the point! 7 °^ 

Ciather from out my speech the contrary ! 

•It follows that Pompilia, unrelieved 
By formal sentence from imputed fault, 

Remains unfit to have and to dispose 

Of property, which law ju-ovidcs shall lapse ; 705^ 

^Yherefore the Monastery claims its due. * 

And whose, pray, whose the office, but the Fisc’s ? 

Who but I institute procedure next 

Against the person of dishonest life, v 

Pompilia, whom last week I sainted so ? 710 

I, it is, teach the monk what scripture means, - 

And that the tongue should prove a two-edged sword, 

No dxe sharp one side, blunt the other way, 

Like what amused the town at Guido’s cost! 

Astnea redux/ I ’vc a second chance 715 

Before the self-same Court b’ the Governor 
Who soon shall see volte-face and chop, change sides ! 
^^Accordingly, I charge you on y«ur life. 

Send me with all despatch the judgment late 
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O' the Florence Rola Cot»t, toiifirmative 7 lb 

O’ the pfior jiidgment^at Arezzo, clenched • 

Agciin by the Granducal signature, 

Wherein Pompilia is convicted, doomed, 

And only destined to escape through flight » 

The proper jjunishment. Send me the peace,— 725 

1 ’ll work it! And this foultnoiithed friar shall find 
His Noah’s-dove that brouglit the olive back, • 

I'urn into quite the other sooty scout, 

'Khe raven, Noah first of all put forth the ark, 

Which never came back, but ate carcasses ! 730^ 

No adequate machinery in law ? 

No power of life and death i’ the learned tongue ? 
^lethiiiks 1 am already at my speech, 

Startle the world with “ TJioii, Pompilia, thus? 

How is the fine gold of the 'lemple dim !” 735 

And so forth. Put the courier bids me close, 

And clip away one Joke that runs through Rome, 

Side by side with the sermon which T send. 

How like the heartlcssness of the old hunks 
Arcangeli! His Count is harffly cold, 740 

The client whom his blunders jsacrificed, 

When somebody must ncc^ls describe the scene— 

. How the procession ended at the church 
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'Biat boasts the famous relk: ^uoth our brute, 

“ Why, thafs just'Martial's phrasejfor ‘ make an end^— 

“ Ad umhilicum sicpervcntnm est /" 746 

■' ti 

The callous dog,—let who wtII cut off head, 

41 e cuts a joke, and cares no more than so ! 

1 think my speech shall modify his mirth: 

“ How is the fine gold dim —but send the piece ! 750 


Alack, BoUini, vjrhat is my next word 
• • * 

But death to all that hope? The Instrument 

Is plain before me, print that ends my Book 

With the definitive verdict of the Court, 

Dated September, six months afterward, 

(Such trouble and so long, the old I'ope gave!) 

“ In restitution of the perfect fame 

Of dead Pompilia, quondam Guido’s wife, 

“ And warrant to her representative 

“ Domenico Tighetti,"barred hereby, 

'' While doing duty in his'guardian ship, 

“ From all molesting, all disquietude, 

' “ Each perturbation and vexatipn brought 

“ Or threatened to be brought against the lieir 
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- ---J- 

By the Most Venerable t^Ioflvent called 7<?5 

“ Saint Mary Magdale*! o’ the Conveitites 
" ;; the CorsQ.” 

Justice done a second time ! 

Well judgpd, Marc Antony, Locum-tenens 

O’ the Governor, a Venturini too ! 770 

For which I save thy name,—last of the list! 

« 

Next year but one, completing his nine years 

Of rule ill Rome, died Innocent my Pope 

— By some acco^int, on his accession-day. , • 

If he thought doubt would do the next age good, 775 

’T is pity he died unapprised what birth 

llis r4»ign may boast of, be remembered by—, 

Terrible J’ope, too, of a kind,—Voltaire. 

And so an end of all i’ the story. Strain 

Never so much my eyes, I miss the mark 780 

If lived or died that Gaetano, child 

Of Guido and Pornpilia : only find, 

Immediately dponjiis father’s ^eath, 

A record, in the annals of the town— 

That Porzia, sister of our Guido, moved 785 

The Priors of Arezzo and their head 
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fts Gonfalonier to give 

t 

' A public attestatiqp of the right « 

O’ the Franceschini to all reverence—> 

Apparently because of the incident 790 

*0’ the murder,—there’s no mention made o’ the crime, 
Ihit what else could have caused such urgency 
' To cure the mob, just thcn,'*of greediness 
For scandal, love of lying vanity, 

«* 

And appetite to swallow crude reports 795 

That bring annoyance to their betters ?- -bane 
‘Which, here, was promptly met by antidpte. 

I like and .shall translate the eloquence 
Of nearly the worst Latin ever writ: 

“ Since antique time whereof the memory , Sed 

“ Holds the beginning, to this present hour. 

“ The Franceschini ever shone, and shine, 

“ Still i’ the primary rank, supreme amid 
“ The lustres of Arezzo, proud to own 
In this great family, the flag-bearer, 805 

w 

“ Guide of her steps and guardian against foe,— 

“ As in the first beginning, so to-day !” 

^^'rhere, would you disbelieve the annalist, 

4 

Go rather by the babble of a bard ? ' • 

1 thought, Arezzo, thou hadst fitter souls, 8jo 

c 
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Pctrii«:h,—nay, Buonarroti at a pinch, 

• • 

To do xhee credit ^is vrxiUifer ! 

■A ^ 

Tv^as it mere mirth the Patavinian meant, 
Making thee out, in his veracious page, 
Founded by Janus of the Double Face? 


# • 

W^elJi proving of such perfect parentage, 

(>ur G^ojdauo, born of love and hate, 

Did tlie babe live or die ?—1 fam would find ! 

Wdiat were his fancies if be grew a nun ? 

Was he proud,--a true scion of the stock 820 

Whicli bore tlie blazon, shall make bright inv [)age — 
Shield, Azure, on a 'Triple Mountain, Or, 

A T'?ilin-tree, Pro[)cr, whereiinto is tied 
A Greyhound, Rampant, striving in the slipup 
Or did he love his mother, the base born, 825 

And fight i’ the ranks, unnoticed by the world? 


Such, then, the final stale o’ the story. So 
J 3 id tlie Star Wormwood in ^blazing fall 
Fnghten*awhile the waters and lie lost: • 

So did this old woe fade from memoiy. 8^^^ 

'Till after, in the fulness of the days, 

J iK^'ds must find an ember yet iiivjncnch’d, 

Ji'OL. IV. 
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• ♦ 

And, breathing, blow the s[)ark to llamc. It livesn 
Tf j)recioiis be the softl of man to mart 

So, British fhiblic, who may like me yet, 835 

(Marry and amen !) learn one lesson hence 
Of many which whatever lives^should teach : 

• This lessep, that our human speech is naught, 

Our human testimony false, our flime 

And human estimation wonls and wind, 840 

Why take the arti.siic way to ])rove so much ? 

Because, it is the gloiy and good of Art, 

'That Art remains the one way possible 
Of speaking truth, to mouths like mine, at least. 

9 

How look a brother in the face and >.ay 845 

“ Thy riglit is wrong, eyes hast thou yet art blind, 

“ Thine ears are stuffed and stopped, despite their length : 
“ And, oh, the foolishness thou countest faitli!” 

Say this as silverJy as longue can troll-— 

The anger of the man may be endured, 850 

The shrug, the disappointecheyes of him 
Are not so bad to bear—but here’s the plague 
'1 hat all this trouble comes of telling truth, 

W'hich truth, b) when it reaches him, looks flilse, 

Seems to be just the tiling it would supiilant, S55 

C "I!.'. 
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♦ • • 

Nor rwc'Ognizable by whom ii left: . 

hile falsehood w’'t)uid have clone tflci w'ork of Iriith. 

Wiu Art,—fffiercin uuin nowise speak', to iruai, 

Only to mankind,--Art may tell a truth 

Obliquely, do the thintj shall breed the thought, .S60 

Nor wrong the thought, mi^ssing the mediate woid. 

So i#ay you jiaint your picture, twice show Iriith, 
Iie)ombmerc imagery on the wall,— 

So, note by note, bring uui.sk’ from your mind. 

Deeper Ihaii ever the Andante dived,. 865 

a H * 

So w’rite a book sliall mean, ])eyond the facts, 

Siiffu e the eye and save the soul beside. 

Am? ^ave the soul ! If this intent save mine, - 
If the rough ore bc^ rounded to a ring, 

Rentier all duly whicli good ring shouhl do, 870 

And, falling grace, succeed in guardianshi[), - 
Might mine buf lie outside thine, Lyric Love, 

'I'hy rare gedd ring of verse (the poet praises!) 

Linking our J'higland to his^taly ! 


I UK KXl). 
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